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CHAPTER I. 

{Mr grandfather was ctominie, S6ssion«clerk, and pre*- 

centor in the parish of Dozent, alias Bleakrigs, and^ 

in his day) was a ttian of repute, as his manifold posts 

"and places of doing testificate. He ontlived my father 

well on to seven y ears, and how auld I was when he 

^ee't, is a kittle question to the best skilled in the 

^rithmeticals ; but I was entered on my ninth yeai^ 

and, as I have often heard it spoken, was a laddie of 

great smeddum, promising to be something, till i had 

the measles, which it was the Lord's will to smite 

*ine with, when auld daddy was lying ben the hoiise 

a dead corpse, that was buried on the mom, which 
VOL. hi: a 



2 ^H£ BETHEBAJUt 

was the Sabbatha-day . I mind it well ; for being his 
eldest oe, I was ta hare carried his bead to the kirk* 
yard, but was obligated by the doctor to bide in my 
bed, and my mother was told by him, thoufi^h it was 
a case of straits, not to think of it. 

Having, as I have i)Bittde a makemention, the 
measles, I had after them a wxe time o't, termina- 
ting in the dregs, which are, it is well known, of 
a nature to make the stoutest for a long time very 
weakly, if ever in the course of life they get the better 
of it, which I in a sense never did, nor would I have 
h&en three-and-fifty years the betheral of Bleakrtg8» 
^r my nieuae and surname is iiot James Howkings ; for 
it is but a country parish, and no a place that a i&aii 
who has a capacity would S(xm in all his days, if he 
Jiad not a weakness by ordinar. 

My mother, as I was saying, being his only dook- 
^JbKf waa maxxied in course of nature to my &ther^ n 
.weel^diMQg weay^; but he departed this life soon 
jifter I was seat into th^ world, so that I have only 
4» scrimp knowledge of him« especially of what he 
v^nas like, and the kenspeckle points of his charactear* 
^He, however^ was untimeously ta'en away, and n\y 



mother^ being thereby diminished into a widow 
man, with me, a bairn, was transported back into the 
dominie's bield, where we lived, keeping his house as 
long as the breath of life was in him, which was as 
long as he was in the land of the living, and till, as 
may be seen in the books of the session, I had reached 
the outside of my ninth year. Not that the parti* 
imbuity oi my age is there — ^^Gude fmbid — for Fm 
y«t a living man, waisling,. with God's providenoe, iii 
this world of sin and .misery ; an t>ld man, it is imt 
> — more tlum three score and ten, with one foot in the 
grave, aiid the other fast following, but, idthough Wn 
a blasphemy to say't, dead swear't to lift it in. 

Syne the death of the dommie, we flitted ftom 
Dosent to Bleidcrigs ; for my mother not having his 
podc-neuk to go to, and having but a cold coal t0 
Uaw at, was blate because of her narrow means, and 
came o'er to the clachan to seog her needcesstty ; fer 
Dozent, thongh no just a Dublin city, is ahigh-4i0eled 
place, and bad in it in those days a Captain's MAj 
living on her income — ^besides crookit Miss Jenny, % 
genteel woman, with a house-rent, and who bain'd 
«Mmey, as I heard tell, by her seam. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The Bleakrigs is not a land flooring with milk and 
honey, nor will I say that Pharaoh's lean kine wer0 
pastured th^eupon, though they might have been ; 
but it was a very suitable town to teach a lanerly 
widow how to pull in the horns of her pride, bom an4 
brought, as I have heard my mother herself say, in 
a gavanling vanity fitir like Dozent, through which 
runs the king's road, and has besides a public, with 
etaUing, a kind of a jail, widi iron stancheoned win-> 
4ow, and jougs for ill^oers in a state of repentance^ 
Ut the black hole's door cheek. 

But though Dozent is a sort of a sleeping borough- 
town, and stands upon the toll-road, it is not the 
Capital, in a sense, of the pansh ; for Bleakrigs is, and 
))elbre the Rexes came to the Crown, was the tho- 
roughfare, being in a sense a topping place, having 
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tihen both It kirk and amiU, as well fl& a Lucky Stoap9y< 
that was furtfay with a gill and obapiubi. Shortly 
lifter the Forty-five, however, among the other herW. 
t;able jurisdictions that were then put down, they gave 
eamiy auld Bleakrigs a dunkle, by taking the road, 
lound about by Dozent, and since I^CP she has been, 
i^ery fec^ess, &shed with a decay of nature* How** 
Shoaiever, the kirk stands by her like a true friend, by. 
which I came, as you shall hear, to be promoted t<> 
the post of betheral ; for it behoves him of that de* 
gree to be resident in Bleakrigs, m Dol^nt is out of 
4ie way to the' kirky ard, and B%ki; cause an iaoaii- 
¥emeace, if the plague were to come ^ain. 

Every body kens what a betheral iSf but in Bleak*, 
lags he is a manifold man, or, 9^ the sduxdmaster 
Mce called me, a miscellaneous anthropoi ; for th«^ 
naiish beinfiT* Uk^ JBlsiieth Bheimatise« in an aifiBif 
<;midition, he is oblig«tod to ttk» mudi upon hioi* 
Not only must he ring the kurk bell, wet or dry, <m 
Stinday, but place the minister's Bible on the poc^t^ 
l|owk graves for all manner of Ood'a cteatores of 
the human speshy, eoiv^ die stool for the ImoA, 
every Lord's day, bend^ mending the fire in Ae. 
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flesftkm-Iioiise in tke winter time, wbenerer lie see9- 
tliat few of the Dosent women are coming to tbe kirk^ 
and the men of the male gender hap in their big-eoats«. 
It ie yery needfiil Aat I should state diis bere^ 
for the commonalty might think, that if I did not' 
expocmd what a betheral was in Bleakrigs, or, as ife 
comes now to be called, the parish of D<Msent, thejr 
might think that I had been no better than one of the 
danjamphry; but a trust is a trust — and the maa 
tiiat holds many, is surely farther ben than a ma«^ 
rimpleton with only one commodity. 
' But I am cutting before the point, in speaking ^ 
this matter in this part of my book ; for as yet Vmr' 
only a caUan no overly forward in my edication, 
having the dregs of tbe measles in my eyes, and other-- 
wise of a dwamlmg habit of body, drinking a cup of' 
eamovile tea every morning, which I would nev^; 
huve done, had the minister's wife of those days not' 
said it was the best thing for a growii^ laddie ill of 
a complaint. Poor woman ! she has now won. awa' ^ 
but Bleakrigs will be bleak before her likes dark^i 
iSttd manse door. She had indeed a way with her-^^ 
^y camovile is very bitter. 
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CHAPTER nt 

■ • • • , 

F<» a considerable length of' time aft^ ute ha4 
MBiOYed over into Bleakrigs^ me and my mother, I 
fiilmi^t sayit %as justa sutmn^t day wlthui» for ai44 
daddy'ir death cauited her to &U into It jrtiaitened djPr 
cnastaiice ; and I need not say that a widdw vmnluit 
with a heavy handful of a complaining get» h ail oh^ 
jeek HoveTer, when I turned my tenth year I b^gair 
to outgrow my sillyneaS} and it behoved mother t# 
cast about and to see what use I was made &r, as 
llumias Aitken, the elder, used to sagr oil the Sab^ 
bath gloaming, when he sometimes lookit in upcm uSf 
aMking the observe^ that every thix^ in God's worU 
was created for a purpose, and no doubt I was (n^ 
daiaed for one in the cquneils of eternity* 

This remarik Thomas hiad'made inp/ge than <mot ii| 
my hearings and some how" I did lie^i like to heat'tb 
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for I thought, callan as I was, it sounded vera like a 
circumbendibus way of saying that I was a cumberer 
of the ground, and a sediment in mother's cup o' life* 
But, as I was saying, about my tenth year my com- 
|daints began to moult, and in the upring of that year 
I became like a bird of another nest ; for though my 
een were blear't with the dregs of the measles, I grew 
k stirring laddie, and as auld Girzel Fljrtmgs sud, was 
to rank a ringing enemy a$ ony laddie that ever play^ 
bi at pitch and toss with a lumbie, which every nghi* 
minded person kens is an impossibility to do, becaus^ 
a lumbie has neither beads nor tails like a christiait 
bawbde. . 

' Being thus come to the summer of .my tenth y^ar^ 
lihd of a spunkie nature, mother bad a confable aitent 
tae with the minister, when he gave it as his solid 6pi^ 
Hioh, that I w$8 coihe to a time of life when I might be 
Bent to the herding, and may be, or the har'st was over^ 
inty sight might enable me to be sent to a trade* But 
fit all events, the sending me to. the herding would 
be ae ease aff mother's mind, for I would get, as W 
irigbteously said, my pick for taking care of the cows 
^t whomsoever they might be. Thus it came to pa^^ 
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that shortly after the first Mononday in May^ moiher 
agreed with James Stirk of the Goatditch, that I should 
herd his cows for the summer and the har'st, for which 
I was to be paid at the rat^ of a shilling for wage, 
and hare my meat anddrink free gratos, the which was 
thought a wondeicful liberality, for I was the rery first 
herd laddie in our parish that got a wage. No doubt 
there wad a consideration for the repute auU daddy 
jbad maintained, that made me so lucky. 



to 



CHAPTER rV. 

Wbu* do I mind that Mononday momiii^ wkett 
I was taken, by mother in her hand finrt into die 
world to be James Stirk's herd, because for ordinary 
she was not so particular. On this occasion, how<« 
ever, she led me by the hand — a sure sign, as I have 
since thought, that her heart at the time was heavy* 
But I had little thought of that then, for it was a 
blithe morning, with' the dew on the grass, and the 
laverock in the lift, and I was as cagy with the 
thought of going to do for myself as if my een were 
haill, and I a skipping mawkin* 

We got to the Goatditch just as they had finished 
the morning exercise, for I could see by the way the 
stools and the chairs stiU stood that the £unily had 
just risen from their knees, and had not begun to 
their parritch ; for it was the way of James Stirk's. 



11 

Wwe to begiB ibe exefdae "when tbe pmitd watf 
pomeJl, and by the time it was don^ they w^pe eoolcA 
for the supping, which was surely an oidinaBoe AaiC 
wai most wholesome* 

, Biit wfaiit caused me to make die observe was, ihaC 
we timeoudy came away £rom Bleakrigs, cm purpose 
te leadb the G««tditdi m time to be in at the bteak- 
isl; for poor folk, like as mother was, are obligated 
lo make now and then a reck<ming, and we postponed 
aoocHdiDgly the making of our own parritdi that 
mondng, counting on being invited to a share of 
JEsnes Stirk's, lor he was a bien man, and the gude*^ 
wife was a managing body, and it came to pass as 
Mother expectit it would be. 

After a season, when James and mo&er had their 
oack anent the uncos, both in Dosient and Bleakrigs^' 
*-»the chief of which was, that Dr Junor's wean hsA 
the Idngcost, which was thought to be a very strange 
Adng, he being a doctor — and that Mr Dipper, the 
ganger, was to be married on Miss Lochrigg, whe^ 
was by all accounts a wee light-headed. The kye 
being in the meantime milkit, James himself came 
out with me to show where they should be driven to 
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9eek thehr meat for tbe remainder of th^ day. Indeed 
he was a considerate car}e» dnd it was no wonder he 
W8fi( 80 well to do in the world. 

My chai*ge was seven cows, .which, in the main^ 
Wete very orderly ; only there was one of them, by 
name called Cmmbie, that was not quite so dou^ m 
th^ lave<-*-«he being a fimtastical aiesture, and moie 
given to the poeticals than ony other cow I e v«r sasr iUs 
my life. She w«s indeed rather of the eamndl «ri«r 
^an even-down bad, for it was only in daSn thalsiwi 
gave me so much trouble, making me often sgmrel 
how a cow, that hasna a turn to do in this world but 
to eat grass, would fash herself with running abwtr 
and louping like a Highland gentl^nan oraiduiig hifl^ 
fingers and crying halloo in a foursome reeL . But 
^he symptoms of the natures ol the eows I did nob 
discern for some time, and so should not speak o£ 
them yet. However, as I was in a manner constradned 
into the deviation, it is to be hoped that my fiuilt ill 
not one of the deadly sins. 
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CHAPTER V. 

When James Stirk had shown me the cows I was 
to herd, and all the green places of the pasture, he 
went away, leaving me with the black cattle ; and it 
is not to be told how careful I was of them, taking 
tent that none of them should stray into the com- 
fidlds and eat the braird ; but that Crumbie whereof I 
have made mention^ soon kith'ed to be a sorrow. For 
no sooner did she see how the gudeman had left me, 
tfaaa she began to cut her capers, and never devault 
trying how she could get to the rigs, looking over 
her shoulder at me for a provocation to pursue, which 
iJi time made me very angry to see any decent man^s 
cow so demented. 

• In the heat of the day, however, she, as well ad 
jJfie rest, grew moderate, and lay down on the grass 
to chew the cud, and to make observes on things 



14 .THS B£TB£SAL* 

in general, as kine who are in that way inclined some- 
times do ; and I likewise sat down to eat my piece, 
and to look about me. 

Then as I was sitting on the gowany grass, I be- 
thought me how King David was once a herd laddie 
till he felled the'giant, what I should do if the Philis- 
tines were to come with a Goliath. But the bravery 
iof these thoughts soon past away, and 1 13cened my- 
self to the twenty-third Psalm, which speaks of pas- 
tures green and still waters, wondering if die my 
liord spoken of could be the Yerl of Feudlans, that 
had the castle in the wood — for I was then bat a 
laddie, and, by course of nature, in a state of great 
ignorance, thinking a Lord was only a muckle hird, 
with twa men tooting trumpets before him, as I saw 
the Lords come into Ayr when the man was to be 
tried that was caught in the fitct* 

But although I thought meikle in a short time m 
that day, all the first days of my herding the hours 
were dreigli and plain-soled, being very heavy in the 
tread as they gaed by ; yet as the summer weather 
,came on, I was just as happy and as illess as a lamb, 
though but a lonely boy, with nobody to epeak to m 



I 
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iba meadow* . As the days ^orteaed, however^ and the 
minister's apples grew redrcheekit, the weather b^gaa 
to break, and I was sometimes ouiie as the shower 
4drookit me;, and I wished that i could be sent to an^ 

• " ^ - • • 

other trade, than to trot at the tails of^^omstrarie cows; 
for as the grass was eaten, they travelled hither and 
yont, and that Crumbie was enough to provoke a 
saint. . Hpwsever, the time of my tribulation with 
her was wearing done, and Hallowe'en was the day 
set when I should return to mother at the Bleakrigs, 
where she made her bread by going out among the 
neighbours to spin woo on the muckle wheel, drawing 
the thread from the rowan in a most majestical manner, 
with an outstretched arm, singing Death and the 
Leddy all the time in a very pityful manner. But 
before the time set was run out, I met with a come 
to pass by common. One wet day, when I was 
scoggin myself from a squally shower at the gavel end 
of a kind of outfield bam in the park where the cows 
were feeding on the stubble — and it is very necessar 
that I should speak of it, for it shows by this time 
that I was grown an auld-farrant chield, and could 
make an edification that would have been no ferlie 
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for one oome to years of discred^m, tJiongh, for oii^ 
like me, no just come to the green years of eleven^ 
it was more than could be expectit* I will rehearse, 
liowever, all the specialties in another chapter, made 
for it on purpose* ' 



«0> BCTHBIUI* 17 



CHAPTER VI. 

Jambs Stirk's &nn was, as I bave heard, in the- 
days of antiquity wben Us gntnd&ther lived, tliree 
laaflings, of which the Goatditch was his own and 
tlie cMef ; and in process of time the father of James,. 
l>dng a nkker hand, made money, and so, with pindi- 
ing, and^haining, and nearb^nnness, came to coft H\e 
other two mailings, making the three one. Thns it 
came to pass, that both the fiirmsteads of the 'bolish-* 
ed midlings fell tmder the besmn of destnietion, and 
were dean swept away, dl 'oepts the bam in the field 
standing alone, whereof I hare spoken, which was a 
pendicle of one of the foresaid maiUngi^ and being a 
gude bigging, was spared. It Was not, howeyer» 
orerly convenient, for it was out of the gait, aad» aa 
James said, in a wet day it was a great detciaMnt te 
pretAoaa time, in the going backwards and finwardft 
between the dpdliaf 4Kmse and it* 

VOL. xiu B 
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Well, at the gavel of this barn I was standing, 
when a blattering October blast came frae the hill, 
with a shower that was like the lavish of a watering* 
can that the luckies of the clachan bleach with, in the 
spring of the yearv the cnts and spynials that comes 
of their eydance in the winter. I mind the place 
light weel, for though it was a beild in a state of 
widowhood, as I may say, its gndeman, the dwellings 
house Off the farmstead it belonged to, having depart* 
ed — ril no say ihk life — ^but the earthly world, as T 
have rehearsed, made it very lanerly, standing by 
Itself surrounded with ash-trees, in one of which was 
a pyet*s nest. There was likewise an outshot stone 
in the middle of the gavel, on which grew a stool of 
lues, a sovereign remedy for a burnt foot, though it 
was but seldom made use of, for a scrapit raw potato 
is test better* 

. Standing at the house end, scogging myself froni 
the diower, and chittering with cold in my hap, who 
should oome to me, likewise for shelter, but a pack-** 
man laddie, that gaed up and down the country side 
telling ezcdlent new songs, stay-laces, and curtain* 
rings, with papers of prins, in a basket. 
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IVe behoved to &11 into diflcouxse, and I said to 
liim tliat the stock in his creel was vera laigh. 

^^ 'Deed is%" qno' he ; '* and what's niair, Fm no 
gaun to plenish it again ; for when I've sold the resi* 
due^ I intend to tak on for a drununer-boy, which is 
a good idleset trade, and stands more to reason than 
luipling with a pack, tholing the snash of every auld' 
Tfaajoa, though she hasna a teetih in her headi" ^ 

iSo he expounded to me more of the advantiges oj^ 
a drammer-boy, and I said I would list tQO. 

<< Oh," quo' he, << but they'll no tak^ you-4br yoa 
liave a water in your een, and maun just be a teylcnv 
and pingle wi' patience at your needle*'' 

a^ alt^ it cleared up, and he went away, I came 
to )m very dolorous to think that the meada-drqpa 
would be sic a mot in my marriage^ as I ooulAia bg^ 
evea a drmnmer becausie of them, and it made me 
down4iearted ; for till that day I did not know^ onjr 
thing to hxnder me from being ony trade, seeing, ae 
the Scriptures tdU, that Jacob was a herd^ and King 
David himself was not driven demented with sudh a 
llea-lugged creature as that deqpemte Crumbie of oonr 
Was. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

\ 

It tliii9 caine to paa8» that at the hiiider end of my^ 
tierding with James Sdrk's cowft) I was turned to 
think of my want of a lightsome capacity to be o| 
Ony trade I pleased, and that tnayb^ I was just-or- 
daioed to be a taylor — a trade held in qo repute byl 
the lasseS) especially James Cabbage and his prton 
tiee lad Archy, that the gudewife bad for a ddjr to 
make and mend the gudeman's cleediiig» and Robing 
Ae.wi^ao's first: l^reeks, when we had our har'st in^ 
They jeered at James, and sung songs to Archy about 
the M Taylor fell through the bed, th^mbki and »'," 
till <tbe poor whey-faced caUan was like U> ^eot» Sq 
^ the 'night I went hame to my mother's in Bteak-t 
lig^, I had &is thought in my head, and by course 
was hot so full of glee ^s a bawkie bird flichteripg!: 
glitdsome in tbe :saa]fner gloaming. / . 
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' lMlotIier*B boose was the ofie aid of a biggiii|^9 witk 
a tiance going dttongli and thtongh, into the whOk it 
^ned, and diere was a bed with slides on every side. 
of the 'door, and the fire was foment the door, and 
the elbow-chair that had been anld daddy's stood at 
le log of the chnmley ; opposite was my mother^s 
seat with her wheel, where she sat from night to 
moniing, drawing, as' she often rsaid herself» a tow 
thread, for the rock of her lot wasaa of the lint of 
ltf?9 but the oo<»se and tawty tow. 
' When I had come hame^ and was mtting in aohi 
daddy's diair, I saw her now and then in her. spin* 
oittg, as she looted down to liclc her fingers, casting a 
watry ee at me; but for & time she said nothingf 
which was vera dirgie like* HowsomcYer, she caiM 
to herself and said to me with a mirth that was not 
deeper than the tongue root— * 
. ^ Thoo's yera down in the moath. Is thou wae 
to leave James Stbk's cows?" and she add^ — *^ I. 
dinna misdoobt but thou's wae, for beautiful are the 
feet of them tiiafs on the moimtains ; and theft's It 
imcd diiFerence between the reekit rafters of a widow's 
beild, and the heartsome. blue brightness of the unin 
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rearsallift* But yet thou shoii'dstaa be distf ilovn. Tor 
file Lord lias turned mbny a rainy moniiiig into « 
duniligf day ; and David was but a herd laddie ^wh^t 
Samuel anointed him to be King over IsiaeL" 

^* That,'' quo' I, *^ mother, was when men wera 
patmrehs, and in the days of the prophets ; but that 
lime of the trades are oome, and the sound of di« 
drmnmer is heard on die loan." 

'^ Gude be about us," cried she^ '* is he makiag a 
song of Solomon ?" — But I told her what had been 
my warning. ** It wasiia," said I^ ^ by an old man 
with a held head, but a hempy packman eallan tbat'ft 
mindet to list ; but for me, he says they'll no tak me^ 
because I'm a blinking mowdiwart^ and mann ettle 
with a needle to pick up a^ living*" 

Then from less to more, my mother, when I told 
her what the fortone was that the glj^ packman 
laddie had spae't to me, watered her plants, saying, 
flurely it eould not be, and tiiat she would see the 
ministcar himself on the mom, adding — *^ For surely 
Ae brae is no sae irtey but, with the Lord's help, we 
may warsle up." For all that, however, ire had, on 
the night when I came home from James Stiik'is^ but 
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Aame hopes ; for I could not away with thonglits of 
no being fit for a drummer, and I saw by mothei^s 
conceniy that she feart it was o'er true. But the poor 
are bom to trouble ; and if they did not inherit re* 
signed hearts, they would be a fiisherie to Providence 
— even their ne'csdoweels are eggit on by scant and 
want, but the sins of the rich are all firee gratos. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

The next day mother went to the minister, the 
Rev. Mr Canny, to tell him how I had eoV® home 
from James Stirks, and how she was obligated to put 
me into a better way of bread, now that I was coming 
to years of discretion, when a trade would be a mair 
solid method of making a living than herding nowt, 
and otherwise to take his CoUege-leamt advice anent 
me. 

The minister, as she went betimes in the morning, 
had just done with his tea-breakfast, bat the table 
was not JMttmj fbr km w«i shaving himself at it, 
having a lnokuig-glass brought in from his bedroom 
on purpose ; and she being seated, he shaved, and 
atween hands they conversed concerning me in a 
rational manner. 

When they had discoursed some time, she speak- 
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ii)g and he barkening, razoring his beard, at last he 
loade an end of his job, and said — 
r^ ^* Really, Mrs Howkings, yours b.a case of stiaitSy 
and it's no easy for a composed man like m^ to ad- 
vise you ; but if the laddie is fashed with sore eyes, 
it makes a greater difficulty, for I dinna ken what's 
to be done with him, unless it's at the tayloring." 

^^ That," quo' mother, as she told me herself, ** is 

just 'what we hae the 'prehensions about, for he does 

not like the waik ; but, poor orphan, it lodes as it 

were his lot, for he has had his fortune spae't, 4nd a 

taylor was the upshot." 

, Whereupon the minister made an observe, sayings 
that his advice and the ,spaewife's prognostic goings 
band md hand, denoted a something. But mother 
told him that it was not a wife ava, but a packman 
laddie who saw what was ordained for me by the way 
9f an instinct. 

» " Ay," quo* Mr Canny, " that makes the thing as 
i^ure as a certainty ; and it would be a counterveening 
pf a gracious Providence, if ye offered to mak him 
pny other thing than a taylor. Indeed it's a gude 
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trade, and if you yourself are clever at the patchings 
ye may patch bed-coven out of the shapings of waist* 
coats, and mak money by selling tiiem among the 
cotters*'* 

Thus it came to pass, that, by the advice of the 
minister, I was doomed to be a taylor ; but who was 
to be the maister of me, was a secret in what the 
^at Dr Grope, who preached in the kirk next Lord's 
day, called, " the vistas of futurity/* Well do I 
mind the word, for mother, who was there with me^ 
said it gaed to her heart like a stang, when she 
thought of me by ,a constraint of grace, on account of 
my blear't een, ordain't to iron, as she said, button- 
holes with a pot-metal goose. 

However, there is no contesting with what is or* 
daint for us, be it good or be it evil ; so, after we had 
come to a resolution that I should learn to soople my 
elbows at the tayloring, our next quest was to get a 
maister, for crackit Baldy Thimble in t^e Bleak-* 
rigs was not thought to be overly acquaint tHth the 
fiisfaions, and had besides a drouth for drams, that 
was not slockent, as- the ne^hbours said, with a 
ighteousness becoming an auld man with a gray 
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head, and no thought to be of the elect. So mother 
went o'er to see -what was in store for us in Dozent» 
where they had custom for more than two of the 
trade, as I shall rehearse by and by. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The two taylors of Dozent were vera upsetting'^ 
and one of them was a thought more of the beau 
speshy than his neibour. His name was Stephen 
EUy and on Sunday there was not the likes of him 
for projinekness to be seen at the kirk, 'cepts it was 
Mister Ettle, the gauger, who dress'd in a rufflet 
sark, and had his head powdert and fiizzlet, as if he 
had been come of the pedigrees. The other clotfaer 
of the naked was Peter Shears, a dedent man, with 
a wife and a small family, for though sometimes 
he was seen in a hurry on the causeway with his breek 
knees no buttoned, Peter was just an extraordinar 
for eydende, and one of Mr Canny's elders, a testi- 
ficate, in a sense, that showed he was both sober and 
l¥ell doing. 

We went first, me and my mother, to see Stephen 
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EU^ and to know if he would tak tue for a prentice, 
but he was a corky man, with a light head, and spoke 
in a peremptor manner, looking at me, as if he was 
not, and telling mother that it would be as wise to 
think of making a pair of breeks out of auld boots as 
to think of putting me intil the clothier line ; in 
short, speaking with as little pleasantrie to us as the 
sang of a peacock, which made me resolute in the 
comer of my heart no to be a prentice to him, for he 
had no mense to poor folk seeking a way of welldo* 
ing, so I pooket mother's tail, and we came away 
wondring what made him sae proud, speiring at our- 
selves 8te We gaed to Mr Shears, what, in a "world 
whtoe^ A*, was a warsle, was the advantage of pride ? 

Peter Shears we likewise found no just a man of 
humifity, but there was a carding of sense through 
Peter^s particularity, that made his dry words no so 
salt as the chandler-pin terms o' that clip-clouts, 
Stephen Ell ; however, when he had conversed with 
OS, he told mother that she was not weel advised to 
think of making a taylor of me, for I had not a right 
Saumlty in my een for the business, and that if he 
vrere so di^onest as to tak me for 9 prentice, it would 
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be to his own detrimail — syne speirin^ Wbo. m^A 
her? 

When she told hnn that it was the niini8tery.he 
teemed rery eonfotmded, and said, that he mi^t'as 
soon have sent her with me to the college to be a 
philosopher, for that I would be wordi nothing in the 
tayloring to a man that had a £umhf to proTide for. 

We were no overly courageous to hear this, and I 
was sorry for my sore eyes, and told him that I conU 
not help it, which caused him to look at me, and then 
he said to mother in a hamely voice, sweetened with 
Christianity — 

*^ 'Deed, mistress, I'm grieved for you, for I'm the 
father of bairns myself, and ken but little what it may 
please the Maker to send among them, but they that 
advised you to make a taylor c^ the laddie had not a 
right knowledge of the geny for the business^ md se- 
crets of naturality, otherwise they m^ht have seen 
by hni sight, that unless he sewed with a dammg 
needle, the shop4Kiard, poor fellow, was fenced against 
Mm." 

He then called on his mistress to gie us a bU o' 
bread and cheese, and behaved in a very dvilked 
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manner ; wUch caused me to remark ever after, that 
though Elders are austere carles, and think mickle o' 
themselves, they have a fund of a gospel nature che- 
rished in them, and a principle that makes them do 
for the love of God what the carnality of their own 
hearts would maybe jouk* 

However, after we had been with Mr Shears, 
me and mother returned to Bleakrigs, and for the 
remainder of that day we were not nightingales, for 
^metim^ she caught me in her arms, and said, with 
the tear in her ee, that the Lord was obligated ta 
provide for me, and would ne'er forget the widow^s^ 
hop€^ that he had unbidden created* 
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CHAPTER X. 

'When the lark aingSf 
The heart has wings, 

Is an auld byword and a true; for although me 
and mother driet dule on that night after we were so 
Yeckless on the tayloring job, Providence thought a 
pity of us from the time that Mr IShears relented in 
his elderliness, and devised of a way to put a sheath 
on the ill of life that it had permitted to be drawn 
against us. 

It came a frost rather untimeously ; the dubs were 
frozen, and the grass white with crarnrach. It was 
nitre cauld, though lown ; and every one that had a 
turn afield, couldna set about it fast enough. This 
was a Saturday, and on the Sabbath the frost con- 
tinued rigorous, but the sun was glad in the firma- 
ment, and a lightsome spirit ettled the foot to the 
slide. 
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It being, however, most vicious cauld, my 
forbear, deaf G^rdie Morris, made a bleezing fire in 
the session-house, which enticed Mr Canny the mini- 
ster, and the elders, afore the forenoon wark, to draw 
close round it, and to talk of this and that in a season- 
able manner, wherein Peter Shears told how me and 
mother had on the Friday been at him to see if he 
would take me on for prentice, and then he told that 
it was a visibility I was not intended by the Lord for 
any trade, wishing, for he was in the main a pityful 
man, that something would cast up for me in the shape 
of looking after a horse, the which caused Mr Canny 
himself to say, that his man John was ill of the rheu- 
maticals, and couldna go about, so that he would 
take me to help John through the winter — ^thus show- 
ing, that as one door steeks another opens ; and so, as 
it was a work of needcessity and mercy, the minister, 
at the kirk skailing, threw himself in mother's way in 
the kirkyard, and told her what was ordained for mc, 

■ 

bidding her bring me over on the Mononday to the 
manse to look after his horse, and to clean the grum- 
phies* 
Blithe was the news to her ; and though for glad- 
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iiefli I would have gone to the ice on the meadow in the 
afternoon^ she gart me gang with hex to the kbk » 
a tdi:ea of thankfalnefls that the Lord waa ao mmdfiil 
of ns» But it never rains sare.it pours, that day 
tmag by ordinar £Eur, a Mrs Jointure, a widow hdjr, 
that then lired in Dozent, now dead and gone, as 
aU God's creatures must one day be, stoppet to her 
tea at the manse in the afternoon, and to het ib 
Canny rehearsed what Peter Shears the eld^ had 
been telling anent us, and it so worked with the 
affections on Mrs Jointure, that she thought, whea 
she heard it, that it would be no loss to her in another 
world if on the mom she sent mother something to 
put in the basin, and me a shilling for handsel, and 
to help me to go into the world with a new pair of 
riioon ; by which it was made manifest that the dark- 
est hour is eyer hefote the dawn, for surely it is be- 
yond the comprehension of man to think how so soon 
after I was rejected from being a taylor's prentice, 
such a horn of abundance should have b^n poured 
at our feet ; indeed it is not to be told what cause we 
had for thanksgiving, especially in the matter of the 
8ho<»i, for the soutar took the shiUing, and trusted us 



for the balance, rather than in such cauld weather I 
^onld be seen abont the manse barefooted. 

This was one Jock Roset, who had been a trooper 
in the French war, and though a wee ramplor, was a 
kmd rough lad, with a heart that, mother said, it would 
be telling mony a leddy if she had as saft and warm 
a one under her muff. 

Bcang thus well outfitted, I went to the manse, 
where I bided a hmg time, as I will relate, and horn 
it came to pass that by leason of my weakly een h 
was pat into the minds of the semon to win away to 
me the betheral. 
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CHAPTER XL 

Johnny the minister's man was a daidlin wkent 
body, who having the rheumaticals, had of course an 
ettercap temper ; and Bauldy Mools, the betheral, was 
just his marrow — only Johnny complained of his feet, 
and Bauldy was fiished with the lumbagos in his rum* 
pie bone, which made the ringing of the kirk-bell a 
sore job to the kankry auld man. Thus it came to 
pass, that Johnny no being forthcoming in the win- 
ter when the day was wet, and Bauldy couldna lout 
and straight himself as he behoved to do with the 
tow, I was told by the minister himself to go and 
pull the bell ; by which in time I got such an insight 
of the craft, that many of the parish said I was as 
good at the ringing as Bauldy himself, and really 
more orderly than Johnny, for he gprew often just wud 
when the bell whamlet, which it sometimes did when 



THE B£TH£RAL«; 37 

he was in a fyke, and pulled with the birr of carna* 
Yity. 

This particular it is very necessar to mention here, 
because my true business being to look after the 
minister's horse, and snod the stye, if I did not, it 
would not be easy to rehearse how in time I got my 
promotion. Indeed, had Johnny not been a lamiter^ 
I never would have got it, for he had a be-course 
right to the post, being in a sense already helper and 
successor to Bauldy the betheral. I set down this 
makemention^ because the world was not without 
folk who insintiated, when, after Bauldy departed this 
life^ I got the chsdrge, that I was ower young, and no 
of a capacity to howk comfortable graves. To the 
which backbiting I said, that if the Lord was pleased 
to send a pestilence intil the parish, it would be seen 
what sort of graves I would provide. " The vera 
neerdoweels," quo' I, " will think themselves in 
Abraham's bosom when I hap them with the divots." 
However, I'm cutting before the point, for as yet 
I'm but a blear-eet callan, new come from the herd- 
ing of James Stirk's six douce cows, and that loup- 
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the-d^ce randy with the gale in her tails that was 
called Crumbie. So to return. 

B^g transported to the manse, and Jdinny's 
complaints growing, I had more to do than ought to 
hare been trusted to a laddie ; but Mrs Canny, the 
minister's wife, was a througal woman, and put no 
more peas in the brodi than were just reqmied ; in 
short, she had an instinct which told her that shil- 
lings were not rixpenoes, and that black bawbees 
were fisushioned out of red copper, which made Ae 
servitude of the manse nae luxury. 

The minister himself was just like the rest of Ae 
bladk cattle, and knew that the salt water of the ftea 
was not sweet oil ; but he was an easy bolster of a 
man — g€mg out and commg in with his shoon down 
i' the heel ; and yet he was a capital hand at jBauds of 
scripture— elting texts as if diey came to him by 
naturality* 



J 
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CHAPTER XIL 

. THoUGHit was sair work to pleasure the nustresa, 
I yet tholtf for mj mother gave me sober adriee 
when I went to see her, telling me that what I had 
to do would be lightsome in my teens. Thus it came to 
pass that I made myself needful in the manse, fi>r I 
was rera biddable, thinking I should be so, cause of the 
dregs of.the measles in my een, which made my cur- 
rency in service, especially among the gentry, no overly 
fluent ; so, having warslet with the minister and his 
'ooBomical leddy for some time, I grew abuirdly chiel, 
^d began to think that if the Lord did not soon take 
fitthious Johnny to himself, whereby I might get 
wage, I would be obligated to look put for a new 
place-;-f0r I need not tell the courteous reader that 
there is a time atween the fining and the winning in 
every man's life, and that if a man does not then get 
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hire, the deil soon puts him in a way to help himself 
— ^which is not a comely thing in a lad that has been. 
bred at the foot of such a Gamaliel as the minister of 
a parish. 

But while thoughts of this fashion were kittling^ 
in my ham-pan, and I was well on towards sixteen, 
auld Bauldy Mools took his dead-ill, and had a hoast 
that was as the sound of the hammering of a coffin nml. 
This was about the end of the year, after Hallowmass, 
and the minister said to me, — ^* My lad," said he, 
'< poor Johnny that I mindet for the betherabhip, 
he surviving the incumbent Bauldy, is in a frail con- 
dition, and I fancy we maun let him som about the 
manse till the bodie's wick gangs out; but I have 
been thinking, that as ye're coming to years of dis- 
cretion, and no very passable in the world by reason 
of your blinking red eyes, ye might, for want of a 
better, if Bauldy slips a foot, put in for the place^ 
and wi' my help be installed the betheral, which in 
our parish is, ye ken, no a post to lift aff the midden 
with a pair of iron tongs. What, my lad, say you to 
this cogneevance yourself?" 

I told Mr Canny that he made a vera good offer^ 
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but it was a thought o'er soon, for that Bauldy was 
still to the fore, and though he had a craichlin hoast, 
it was in the power of the Lord to spare him. 

m 

** That," said Mr Canny, " is very pleasant to 
Lear from a young man, but ye ken, wlule we are in 
the world, we «hiust use the World's means. The 
ravens fluster about the dying horse, but light not to 
taste while the life is in the body, only they make 
th^Bselves teady for the death ; and it would not do 
to wait ower laiig, for if I had not pewter't with the 
patron before Mr Killfuddy was takien to the Maker^ 
it'is my opinion Mr M^Dowre would halve gotten the 
parish, but I was before hand ; so, if ye think the 
betherakhip will suit, ye cannot be oyrer gleig about 
it; but I must not be seen in't ; only I giye you this 
gentle hint, that maybe ye have a friend in the court 
who will not be displeased U> hear, if you like it 
youtself, that ye have a tod-look to the latter end of 
Baiildy Mools. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

TliE night of that day on which I had the confiibie 
wiUi the minister, as soon as t got niy tuni et wmrk 
done, I went over to my mother's house to oonsult 
with her, Bauldy Mools being by all accounts in 
Ihe jaws and jeopardy of death* But I met with 
what I did not expect, for my moUier was a wee 
pridefu], and could not away with a son of hers beings 
a befheral. In short, she watered her plants when I 
first spoke anent the subject ; but by and by, being 
a discreet woman, she thought more composedly^ 
when she made a reflection that the betheral of our 
parish was a manifold character, and something by 
the common, no one in the countr)'' side having so 
great trust ; for' with us he had not only to make the 
last bed of corrupt mortality — to ring the kirk bell^ 
wet or dry, every Sabbath morning — to dust the pews 



of the lieritoi»-^ lay the jBrnuter's Bible on ^ 
front of the poopit-^to place the stool fi>r the brod 
at ihe jmndpal doda^-^to wiun'the eUeis to the ies« 
sioB, and to make a fire therem, &e. In short, when 
fiiie saw what a world of partieolaritieft oar betheral 
behoved to look after, she had then a right nnder* 
atandu^, that eonsidezing my eyes were still weakly, 
it was a plaee that m%ht be taken for a time. 

So having gotten her into a q»iiit of rationaUty, 
I eame away wilk the intent of going to the mane; 
but somehow I had to pass Bauldy Mools* doer, and. 
I was ob%ated by a sena&'of Christianity to go in^ 
and Bpeer for him, and to see how he w^rslet with.^ 
death ; £os althoi^h it does not become me to say soy 
I was o£ a sericHis turn, as 1 have be^i all my days, 
and aye had a natural sympathy for scenes of soie 
afflietiosu 

HechsirsI it was a sight I saw in that house I There 
was he in the bed, and his wife with a crmde looking: 
in his &ce, and three or four ne^hbour carliiis stand- 
ing round, ilk in a sort of praying posture. It was 
xeally movbg, for the dead-tattle was m his craig. 
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^uCid it wds a visilHliiy'that lie had ^one from the uses 
!of this worlds 

r Seeing him so near his latter end, I resolved to abide 
the upshot, and so sat down on a chair by the fire^ 
side, and was as humble as a man could be in the 
-presence of Death ; but for all that, I could not l>ut 
,make an observe, which was, that one itieets with fei^ 
of the jnale speshy at deathbeds, women commonly 
^faave the most to do with such sort of ploys, which is 
a mystery that I cannot understand, but it comes of 
their tender hearts* 

It was just at nine o'clock that Bauldy won away 
'into Abraham's bosom, after which I went home to the 
.manse, ilirhere the minister was up, and with a tumbler 
of toddy before him. He had heard how busy the Lord 
iad been with Bauldy, and guessing that I might be 
at the handling, waited to see me, and hear if the 
©nd was pleasant. 

When I had told him that all was over, then 
quo' he,—" My man, ye'll'have to howk his grave, 
which will be a quiet way of letting the parish- 
ioners imderstand that ye're fit. for the betheralship ; 



THE BETHEBAL* 4!k 

and mind and do it well, for it's a case that needs 
a management, and I'll take the opportunity of 
praising your parts ; for ye ken, James, that maybe 
ye're a thought overly young for such a charge. 
However, I'm no without hope, for ye*re a parish 
bum, and if ye'ie no £t for a betheral, ochone, it's no 
saying for what ye were created," 

Thus it came to pass, that on the third day after 
B^uldy's departal, I made his grave, and the mini- 
ster himself, as he was going to the burial, canie 
through the kirkyard to look at what I had done, 
land when he saw it, said it was as well a made g^ve 
as ever Bauldy in his best days could have done, and 
that no an heritor in the parish could desire one more 
comfortable — which I was blithe to hear, looking 
:apon it as a prognostication I would be appointed 
the successor; and so it came to pass, though Ga- 
briel Glower made an objeck on account of my years, 
and a ne'erdoweel cousin that he wished in my stead. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Whbn I was installed in nay offiee, I bethoi^ht 
myself, with mother's advice, that bow haviag a 
chaise, it was very necessary to be pardcular^ wai 
to eschew that generality in all things which jan& 
is sorely prone to. Accordingly, as our pazish is not 
onerpopnlated, «ad by coarse of nature cannot have 
many burials, I thought, and indeed we both thougiit, 
that I might employ the interim atween hands t» 
some pmpose, which was a conceit of sagacity, fiir 
because of my een, ev^ry trade would not suit me* 

One Patridc Johnstcme had introduced into Dozeot 
the iart and manufacture <^ saddng, and I was just a 
suitable vessel for his calling, as the threads were 
coarse, and I could see them well enough; so the second 
week of my betheralship, I went to Patrick, and pac* 
tioned to serve him faithfully in all leisure time spared 
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£pooi my businew, whidi lie agreed to, and datt was 
the way I came to be a by-liands wearer. 

Wbeii I bad agreed with Patridk JtAnsUme^ I bad 
a CQDffidaatioii with myself bow I oonld exercise with 
the best honour and credit my lawful yoeatioo ; and 
for some tune after the intenne&t of my worthy pre- 
decessor, (for he was that, though a wee short in the 
temper,) I had time to think thereon, for we had not 
a biikyaid job for three weeks and more. In the 
resolution I came to, I had both heartening from Mt 
Caaoay the mimjiter, and mother, who, thoi:^ of the 
womankind gender, was a deacon at an adnoe^ 

They tfaonght it would be a most edifying thing, 
and a sanctification to my calling, that had so mndi 
to do with mortality, to ke^ an account of the talk 
I buried— their characters, luck, and tribulations-^ 
and which I have since done, and which now tibat i 
am come to more years than threescore and ten, 
enahles me to put out this book. Not that I intend 
to show forth every 'cUvidual case of man and womsok 
that came under the dapping of my spade— Aat 
would be too tedious to mention. As fer sonae of 
them, they were not pearlets, apMl bairns die hebtk 
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they come to ony repute or character. Much indeed 
about theiacannot be said in the chronicles of a coun- 
try-side, which this will no doubt be, for^ except by 
their own mothers, they are soon forgotten by the 
residue of the world. 

At first, I should mention, that my task did seem 
more of a fashious nature than I foresaw could be 
thold, for I got a book with a parchment cover, in 
which I began to be very particular with my notam- 
dums ; but I soon discemt that such summering and 
wintering about auld folk would never do, for really 
they were not in our parish a very remarkable race. 
One thing, however, I could not but observe ere 
long, and that was, that Bleakrigs, as the parish was 
called in law, being a country parish, very few young 
men departed this life in it, which, I thought with 
other gammiorals, must be owing to not a doctor 
biding in all the bounds; for shortly before I was 
put oh as betheral, Mr Gallipot, that lived in Dozenth 
was gathered to his father!^, and a neW one did not 
come among us for mair than a year after. But when 
J came to be more considerate, J saw that the young 
lads straivagued aMray into foreign parts, leaving only 
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thdr fathers to be behauden to me, i^herewitb I was 
well content ; for out of sight out of mind, as the by* 
word says, and it surely was a great relaxation of 
the severities of death to hear of it in a foreign land. 
For although the stang was sharp to the parents^ 
poor folk were spared the outlay of die funeral, which 
I have more than once seen makes the affliction in 
proportion to their means fiJl the lieavier, for births, 
bridals, and burials, are the three great occasions on 
i;rhich hampert folk think they should gauval, and It 
would be i;nse in the Elng's government if they were 
put down ynitk a tax upon thenu 
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CHAPTEB XV. 



paUfe iior sae io gire on moomg^ki piabaky^fM 
Ae idkBliiat died in osr paml^ and ^tm iintial ky 
me, I fady iiitoid ia lias bock 1» imitwn jketk "Amb 
had any thing by the eoxnoMA rt^ut Am9Biv«'«jmiI 
I say shall be very orthodox ; and first and foremoB^ 
let me observe, that I ship over twa decent bodies 
i¥ho, like the generality of the respectable, went out of 
the world as they had lived in it, eating and drinking—* 
by no manner of means were they of the kenspeekle 
speshy — ^to speak of Babby Clink, who was in a sort 
the leftenant betheral in Bauldy Mools' time, for he 
was her gudeman, and mickle she thought of him. 

Babby was an auld woman, and of a patient spirit^ 
for which she was greatiy tried, as her gudeman 
Bauldy was not of a gospel temper, and &shed when 
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tbiit die dMUhea 49f Ifestael 4i^ wIi^b they ptMoi 
tiiiP»Hgfe BjNwa'g yide> SHiedkioot^ietaiatouvoMl 
glide i|fi^ Ae iJ^of^jpae af the l^oiiie ia ,fl«U .^iMtioiiK 
jSpmUy witt^ MHoir^ And it ^^m a aawv^d to. pnnafs 
Ijkiat die i&ad tken, £m: k m$a tb^vfi^ hyir^ WMlit^ 
aUe petifle, tfaat thei« nviwU fafcTe bt&i aa eagpjwwt 
#» Jber ill hi» di^alEtaly tliai iroidi hmre been n Jtti4« 

<tbiel p4Vbp)e»„ it Iwrnd out m daft Joek Speirs «ap4p 

^ # 

¥^efy aag^Neipifiii^t to hp^ E^giiatoiuQ, wben lie ce-^ 
ipadrnd to Jiacli: tM «tlie Uo«d ^m» §4^te!smg oint «C 
Uftfidiee immib'-^^^ Ajr^" ^do' Jock, ^ I <w«a ^jii^ #( 
^mk m ik^ «^» Aad the poiftt idttles Biy foot m ji^ 
mk wmmtaF$ hvt m time liiey'U ffpaw i£ieiifi» und fot 

^rSR».^4^ii» ^^cilh Ba2>t^ aii4 Jber jgikiewm. Sat 9fy», 
^ diqsie «he iiev^tor svaa hec^dy^ }>ttt w^ol jdo«)g d». 
dyke sides making a wally wally and a moan, mttipg, 
aneatk the elm-tree in the glebe, with her gown over 
her head, as if waiting and wearying for death, that 
she thought taiglet. 
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Concerning Babby, however, it Ibecomes me to 
speak more at large, for she was a wife that is no 
every day seen ; moreover, like my own mother, she 
was a dominie''s dochter, and had of course of nature 
an edication that in a sense made her one of some 
degree. Like mother, however, she had not a son as 
I was, for her and Bauldy reached the moorland of 
old age without chick or chicken, having lost them 
all as they warsled up the brae of life together, and 
had buried, as I was told, five bonny weans before they 
got to the brow of the hill. But what I have to say 
anent Barbara Clink is well entitled to a chapter by 
itself, for it's no of him, but only of herself, tiliat I 
have to speak, for how she ever oame to marry that 
erab-apple bodie, showed, as folk said, that Love has 
indeed lost his precious sight, especially when it was 
a lo and behold that she wandered up and down, a 
elemented woman, after he went, as the history-book 
says, to that supper, where he is ate, and thinks not 
of eating. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Barbara Clink, the widowed wife of Archibald 
Hools, sometime betheral of Dozent, by the bless- 
ing of Him who knows what is best for us, was not 
bom in our parish, but had reached the years of dis« 
cretion, being done with her teens before she came 
anting our furebears, as I may well say, for she was 
an old woman in all the days of my remembrance* 
How she came to Dozent I never rightly heard ; but 
diortly before a regiment of soldiers was billeted in 
that great Western Babylon, the city of Glasgow, 
and there were not wanting tongues that thought 
Babby was of the trooper clanjamphry, wha like ta 
gallant among valiant men. Be this true or scandft^ 
lous, Babby^ when she came to the clachan, was a 
downcast young woman, and maybe they were nq 
&r wrang, wha said she had ance been a sorrowful 



creature. But she was well edieated, and could read 
the tenth chapter of Nehemiah without hipping a 
word ; for her father, as I have said afore, keepit the 
school at Auchtercloots. However, there is no need 
to claut the glar; between Babby and her fiither 
there was a differencty and it was^ as-the byword says, 
no because he would baud and she would draw. 
' But the upshot of it was, ths^ unscraped tongues 
gaed the length of saying, how in the wod of ibt di£> 
fereaee^ she took on with the sol^^rs, and led wif M 
Aem a cutty's life, tiU, being inclined to flidve tom^ 
pOMty, she repented, and came ta our parish a .needi^^ 
fal stranger,^ when Leddy Jinglixigs,^ awicbw of a 
sddier officer, that had not been marsted^ beto^ is 
want of a serviog lass, fee'd Babby ; for the <me. was 
B0t plagued widi mickte scnipuIosUyy^ and' Babby 
iN^ored her for a reason to»keep>a ealmsooglv sb 
Aey were thought accofdingly tm hare tiben beea 
woed n^ But poor doisgie Babl^y: Knew she had 
tmsgreswd, and cocddna look onj deeent wmaiaii 
m the face ; ia short, sfaew«ni about wi^i the tear <ifl 
fnits&ee in hdr eye, and in tb» state wa&hng kmerly. 
.By and by, BanldTv ai it came to pasfl^ hunag 



lMe» settled a liie iiorM n beliiad, Mt lumself to 

htiff nmi Isam gmde-ife^ audi guda!JiaY^ta vadattm* 
iMe Babby ia siich a mattier tint he atchiev«t ift 
tanfafnM ofrMertaiiiariABQtioas; bat aUiottgh Aa 
made a most douce and eydent wife, she keepitajm 
akai horn biher SMte and Vcpn^idkittd, and Imd a 
life o£...afaaBi^ tibcnq^ tbegr tfokm wkfa find mmitba 
that vaald faasre wji&i her with a JBudt* Bt shcirt^ 
fiddvjr Isrdl aDMBg: iia sg»¥ ahethad ik^ beta ef tla^ 
itoddy ttid pol hosdf indcr die eaieof a haaforadr t8» 
jjsig ii^{> a gieater tpiareahngitt th|as die fovaid m 



raa ihotighil wfaot BaiUijrKadfbeco&e a ttarriecl 
and had mother^ pospeets^ that shm wmdcl 
re tamad bdter; and, eertainly^ ivhcA she wae 
Aia nhp&t out h» hona iathe dia|M?'€tf aMvrheo^ 
Btti on Snn&j, these was an expedatioo. Batr when 
the bairn died of the IcinAKhost, there was an end ef 
all her bravery. Her bairns, as regular as possible, 
were interred within the year after they were bom. 
It really was like a come-to-pass not of this world, 
for when it was kent in the parish that Babby was 
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higgenty it was a saying diat there would be soon a 
burial ; for as I heard mother oftea tell^ the newspa^ 
pers being scant in those days, folk thought more for 
themselves, and noted the particularities of ordina- 
tions that newspapers watch and make matters of 
sale. 

But no to be overly circumstantial, if ever there 
was a penitential woman on the fitce of God's earthy it 
If as Babby ; and of all within our bounds and the 
adjacent parishes, she was the only one that was heard 
of who married a gudeman to hide her from the world* 
Had he been a pleasant man^ there would have beei^ 
no wonder, but her's was a sorrow ; and when he was 
in his cups, for Bauldy would sometimes take a dimn, 
if all tales be true, the gkning bodie lifted his hand 
to her. She was, in short, as the minister said, in the 
words of improvement at the close of his sermon on. 
the Sunday after her burial, one that would be led into 
Heaven by the hand of Mary Magdalen. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

I TROW Saunders Watt didna come of the same seed 
as Babby. He was a gauger, and went about, going 
to and fro like the Little Gude, seeking whom he 
might devour. He was only in the middle of life^ 
but the measure of his iniquity was full. *^ Oh ! but 
lie was in his day/' as Luckie Mutehkins of the 
cJadhan change-house said, when she heard of his 
latter end,. *^ a veshel seasoned for perdition/' Well 
do I recollect her words, for I was standing hard by 
when she made the utterance, adding, that he seized 
a brandy keg with the glee and satisfaction of a bau- 
drons louping at a mousie, jumping at it like a cock 
at a grosset. But whatever his life had been as a 
mere man, his death was a warning and admonish-^ 
ment that every professing Christian should lay to 
heart. For I being, as they say in the 'Rabian 
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Nights, the Grand Vizier of our parish, the minister 
being the Kaliph, could think it no less than a capi- 
tation to himself. He dropped down dead, clean 
dead, at the door of Widow Herrings of Dozent, 
when going to make out a peijury on her barrel with 
his gaugbg-rod/ ) 

He had been, in the sinful days of his youth, a 
^erang^Iad with tibe Laiid of R%i«HNb, whcan iay 
ifsapi iet the laifd \xp fot a MesAm ot ParUosaiinU— * 
4me of thae things that haire a hand ia the taxtfie^ 
tidft — a hairment that tbe reforms or Solera vniM 
Sttrely pat in some way an end to^ either by doing' 
ihray with the exdse^ cnr sen£&g ta the likes «f ne 
dl free Iiy«ra^— 4ltttV those who M.Te iqpotL ibe iuaouu. 
S&j being a serfingJad vAdk Biglandsj ha plajnad. 
ilQine ]^asliek with a bailie wIki vms.ike dd^gata at 
a burcni^hy by stealii^ his Iveeks on the day of eiee^ 
ti«% by whidi Ri^aada won, for before the baffie 
thiMsght ^ going in has lasMHady'a ptttieoala to^ the 
oauacikroom, Ae votea were eamt^ and the whale 
j9fo^jAmui was aver* 

Tb% BkaHmg of BaiUa Baicya^s breekabred nuekle* 
sporty and wa% e^vtn \ff Aose of the same tide» 



ilbiiglii neli a soiapfe tiidc^ titat nAea my Imi^ m 
jgaateraHy did^ rcfwavded AkxBudei^ m S mm ikm 
tii^B called^ -vfiAk the exdacaum's potl^ tkif 
like to split -with laughing^ and said it woM^ bj 
d%lit 0f haadj i( ;«cedt*eanied fceu 
- Slkndeis,. thot^ oveily gl^ about htdmijf jatt 
aflBMDcanuB, aitid Daldi askera of gin, waiBiot^as 
I ilways dioiB^fl^ and aMJ,. an ill feiicMr, Aoagh I9 
M, aa. I BiaoHK aBovr^ a stdinMnit of sanritode aboot 
Mar; ftv keliadlc«9t wif BigkndB to ksre no mofd 
cMiflideratiD% asdfaadleamt Loadoa waja that woaU 
Jaere atmde tibe Iiaix ob tbe head of any couatrjr p»* 
mh stmd qi tad, kt a be mxA % dooce one as 
Dozent, where he had no mercy in his consciepoe Ht 
those that tried to make an honest livelihood by 
smuggling. But I ought not to say so, for he never 
had a right godly fear, but used to say, I have heard 
him myself, that if there was ony sin in seizing, the 
King was answerable for it, for he was answerable to 
the King, the which, I say, is a sentiment of servi- 
tude ; for as no human power can give the King, who 
is but a man, a right to break any one of the Ten 
Commands, how can he, without the sin of diso- 
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bedienceii hire men to steal ; and is not stealing rob- 
bery, and what is seizure but taking a man's goods 
without his consent, which is robbery ; and therefore 
is it not against the Ten Commands to seize^ and 
against common sense to connive at seizure^ ? But 
this is no the place to be political, nor is it my inten- 
tion in any place to be so ; having, however, in course, 
gotten the best of edications, it must be allowed 
me sometimes to speak out the truths of philosophy ; 
indeed, it was to do so that I thought of putdng out 
a book at all» The words of my mouth are but the 
words of a betheral, but the words of a writing are the 
words of a pen, which is a horn that speakedi great 
things* 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Aftbr I hadHgget the last house for Saunders Watt» 
the ganger, it could not be said that I had much to 
do in the regular way, for although in the mnter 
there was what auld Bauldy would have called a 
steashrie of weans, I never counted such jobs as the 
rigl^ employment that I was promoted to see done* 
Hbere is indeed a great odds between the labour of 
making a kirkyard hole for a grown up bodie.and a 
bairn, AS those that have an experiment in the betheral's 
craft weU know ; for I used to observe, that before I had 
done iiowldng lor aman orawoman, I took a pain in 
my back, but it was not the case when I had only to 
homulgate the sederunt place of a silly bit wean, car- 
ried off in its wee troubles* 

Hiough prospering in the weaving of sadedoth,. 
and my burial duties, I was in a sense well to do for 
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some time, but nobody of any note in the parish cam 
through my hands till I was out of my teens and in 
my twenties ; then there was, to be sure, a dawn of 
hope ; for a murrain, as I should call it, fell on the 
gentry, and mony a ane was taken away that, as TVill 
Scruple, the lawyer i)! Dozent, wsHtje might have 
taen a share in the Glasgow Tontine, with a moral 
QBttaiiity of fi^edmg j^ 

Hie ooaung to paM c£ the Mlasuty ishwhbs Wfeti^. 
nuSkB an obaenre, wUiii I neW fonrgot, fLwl MfifUk 
Ike longier I Uve, I am-weli peijsuaded is oiier tmsi: 
wbA AmA all of a ibsm^&i mud sImi^iiM Jay it lit 
huarL h mas^ Umi there are eertam rseateM.wdhte. 
cnel death fiseda on tender &i:i^ jvakiiig hi» gtmsMiie 
iMaisiof iMibes and «oddkifl; iitbelSy whm f^Xk ^4m» : 
i» yeatB 9f diwaastiotL wtm mH the ;g» wA Mmi Midi 
oJduBEg sgm, wfaea, like a IxMitfi^ idithfpraie^M* Jo». 
wflLsorr & him thaii die wiae sad d^ 
ase^oFicme thk^ wat tkanaBoAfaRvIftiean iMt^ 
Bian lotted ta a pixiraBtary. Ho^emv at 1 
to record, but for this coQadsd deii^alaDa, that 
Ssndeb Watt, theiacst^Uc wmk I iMditodcad fifith 
aMrM^Kytc. .- 
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He had come from the borough of Irville, where he 
keepit a cloth shop, and was a bailie. It was after a 
contested election for a member of Parliament, in 
which he was chosen to be the delegate, and gave his 
vote clean contrarie to what was expected, by which 
there was some }itMAeehnm liialt cajised him to shut 
his shop, and to come to enjoy our parish. 

; Of Bailie M*Kfte^l oolleagiiui^ I liev^r iMavd jthe 
{aitiedaim, tet %y ^viiat I ^ hear^ h wil« « gmi 
parlinMiftittipg Ibr liin^; ibe 9i0th% U "vfm ^Hod, avgil 
liave aten all the^cloth that he hftd m his «hop» ttlMf 
aadjfo^ hefosahe would hafsentade side a ae^<g|^ 
as he gat 4onr that Meatsioiu Paor Mr MiKtn^ Am 
fme9i'-mosg&9 4;hal; Vf9d^ lals svceesserj I tmw, had «• 
faiaw wbire k was uoi fuciy, for ia attavf^sagHMr a^ 
the flaae ]q41» Ms<»bled bis Hpit w«t|k iiie ailf«r ipoai» 
jSev^v^, tt'« ^ J!^ BaiJse M'Kyte ihat I «iifl|>^d^ 
}i^ aad heliad a gveat latt^ ^ij m y^M^ •on « 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Afore the interment of Bailie M'Kyte, burials in 
Our parish were conducted very soberly, at least ad 
fitr as the dead were concerned. There might, now 
and thexiy. on a cauld day, be a dram negotiated over 
tnuch, but upon the whole, we were a very douce 
people, taking our hats off at the grave, and coming 
away, leaving the coffin with the betheral, to cover at 
his convenience. On the bailie's occasion, however, 
things were greatly altered. First and foremost we 
had a hearse — a fine thing that — ^they had got it 
new at Irville, and it had never been used before. 
Besides, we had the body carried on men's shoul* 
ders from the hearse to the kirkhole, and spakes, 
thocht vulgar, were not used at all. But I must be 
allowed to indulge in the circumstantials. 

From the time, as I have said, that the bailie gave 
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a oontrarie vote as a del^ate in the election of the 
member, he lived in a very genteel manner, in the 
jnanse-looking house at the end of Dozent, as ye 
come in from the eastward, and Uving there he took 
some cuimurring in his inside, and gaed off like a 
snuff of a candle. 

It was an unlooked-for consternation, and gentle 
and semple could speak of nothing else. Thus it 
happened, that his wife being come of an Edinburgh 
pedigree, •resolved that he should be buried in thd 
genteelest fashion ; and what was said to me on the 
occasion, was very explanatory how it happens that 
baiUes and provosts, and siclike, have all after death 
great headstones, with images upon them, and other 
carved work, standing biggit most grand in the kirk-* 
yard dyke, for otherwise, if they' had not such tomb« 
stones, they would be forgotten, like other creditable 
shopkeepers. 

I got other insight abo, when I was instructed con- 
cerning the latter end of the bailie^ It is weel known 
that genteel people, such as lairds and heritors, are 
really, when weeL looked into, no what they should 
he; and few think, when they hear of family vauki^ 
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iikt^'9nr€sy 'ecmoaiieal cmtMsxme^ For m y ' f w ir t^ 
I iiuak hfs aa: cvieadeiai cheafery i^ tke ftedMml <rf 
Ub kes» fisr witE all the SaXidaxigtm iSief n«ke ahowt 
Aeit kitkamA km, ifhc^^. fordieiBfMrt. pnt^jwit koqp 
Aeie ainsesibafft iik a locfcit itt^finelling' criiarinMltfe 
tlie kirk, and a turn of a key is just as: girntl ttr n UMBi 
^vfcokaa had. h&taa befsnre k£p^ aa die best gnwreLidbat 
^ter W8(s made. Baalw M^Kyte bo faeis^ cnna of 
ti stocky h» kddy wife^ afiier aaame jbaherie,. gotiea^tt 
to^'biiiy'kiin dose to tbe kiik waU^ but ske -mm Mi^ 
giled to Bialoe bis kttt bed in a grare hnwkit by me^ 
Sim, kower^r^ gied me many diaarges abeut it^. aaMi 
|i» be sure .and mak^ i£ deep enm^; No> that lAm 
Has feared fbr coUe|;iaBcrSy firikcn thedead was aot 
taken away under ekmd of niglbtt, a» M9e someiiaes 
ittad of mfw in tbe oewspapefs^ maktng- the |ia& 04 
flixr head to stand cm end like the teeth of » hefikie*^ ^ 
To be sure I did my best to make as oeasfcrtable ^ 
fjaee fbrtibe bailie as ebidd bi^ toad he wki^ breught 
iffr the heaoMt to> the kukyasd yetty/vriil& att the pericii 
iwihiKfy standbig round it, baking; at; tbe iMmeHt# 
vitb liUeb it waa adarned, the skutts^ evosi 
ind. sand^ghasee^. whkb showad Ai^ itbe* 



THftMnanuL. 69 

bsged to death. It was, all said, a dreadful sights 
such a dolorodty not haTing been seen in our country- 
side before. 

Then they took the blade kist out of the vechle^ 
and put it on men's shoulders, covering it with a 
morteloth, and it Mppeded tiiat Janojies Deell, a bearer 
of the body, was a short man, and in coming to the 
gaerei slqpj^ii^ ei^& ibA Iskig lK>iibftlo»e9^ ha fell 
d^wn between .tw& miiwiipfirtf, anid lost his gnap^ 
which gart the coffin come with ^udi a smge w the 
•iheBBicaiy. that they all ^iOggeH^ itnd itfiell to the 
giMiid» at i^rhieb a|grdat wtmbeiB pf laddiei ftani tint 
9eb0q(8^up'afllN:>lilrrQh»0«^a*^^ aaMrastobe 
•oea la pw kUiyai^t^ day I Howev», witk a fiisk 
we g^t the bip% aaeifai the Moplsf m us isr^^table* 
lutt^ar |f9i^wMi)i&1ihea lui]^ fdr» c^lttidedBg th^ 
kwa«oii9$n4^l!iwri4l^94i «]iM^ 
Ant ifq«u^ use i^iw<M to ntakis pi^kstiealr 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Shortly after the sough had lowned which vtBS. 
caused by the bailie, there was an accident that can* 
not be enough told. 

As I have said, the high-road went through the 
town of Dozentyin which there was a creditable 
public, if it might not be called an inn, insomuch dmtr 
it was not a great hardship for wayfaring people ta 
put up at it for the nighu It came to pass, abdut 
three month after I had done my duty to the retired 
magistrate, that a grand burial with the Inille 
hearse, aame in at the heel of the ev^ng to the 
town, and word was sent to me that I must make a 
grave outright that night, as the weather was warm. 
I cannot say that, as this was an aromatical job, it just 
gave me pleasure to hear, but as no man can say that 
I stand in the way of a work of necessity, I made tl^ 
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graFe; and in a manner very decent the interment 
took plaee^ but it was late at night, and with eandles, 
which weie very dismal to see. 

Owing to the hurry in which every thing was neces* 
sarily dcme, there was no time to bid a company to the 
decadon. The minister, however, Mr Canny, was thent 
tmbidden, and different of the best sort of the inhabit- 
aats, so Aat although the solemnity was rather hastily 
got up, it was not ill perfonned when the burial took 
place ; and as it was late, the folk with the hearse 
agreed to stop till break o' day at the public, and, as 
I have made mention,, there being no suffici^icy of 
beds m the house, the men and the callan that car« 
ried the head agreed, to sit up. Nothing could be 
more respectable than all tibis» and the minister him^ 
self was so moved, that he invited the callan to stay 
at the manse, but the pawkie deevil kenned better* 
- About the small hours, when all the clacjian was 
gone to bed, they went over to the kirkyard, howkit 
the grave, lifted the coffin, which, instead of a dead 
body, was fiiU of green tea, for the smuggUng at th^ 
{jaighlands was then in a thriving concKtion, and the 
bethocht themselves that the hearse mig^it be 
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and this was their trial.^^loiti. . . 

. JSamag: VHkd tibe oofllh^ they c^oiiQd it to the 
tevte, and wre ehimgk tbey /w^en^ off and nmwy iiiliit 
ii iNidiiy b^nre the da»n. They were» boi^Qifi^ wb 
duQCMit aC tlw bi»iac0si so tlail» after gpetluig diij» 
tbe wfi% they iiigot I^aI thate'imiiitikf iliwiat ii^ 
t^ gkatre^ anil that ik wovM not be fitted ii^^ ancl^ 
appear as J had le&it.. Tfaiifl^ li caiae to pa^s^ iimt 
idieii. old Pe^y Pry loolbdoiilmljhe twili^;^ hither 
motm^^ tfa^e was a^ dreadfol to d(K Some thaeht 
Aa dotttom Ibad beea tbsm; but Mr Oailg!^ the 
CBc3MnDa% made a gttnsy which, iras vety mgamam^ 
afiid^ 1 4MM- diveeted to^ sM^ what weaain the gsave^ Loi 
api bdhai^ ihe^bird wa» iosam aa I IhwreselaAed;: but 
it i0iaft a secipb^ trieky andaoBui hadtheiianmeeiicdta 
imgh at; what wa^ dme 7 'dieed^ if tile numi^s^ ham- 
ieV haidi]i0t;beeR e^ a {[Mpel eMi||oaity^ X aa^^ bf 
&0WiBtA wMdi hei 9e« on t&r^oc^ o£ h& Jqia, tlM 
Ito 'Waidil hare b^^enhhmdtf very ridi^oi^ 

III was^ 00 tida ocearixHi thatlklj Aia^^t^ liieeUeE^ 
wdd^ thai faeawedi cotdd »cit beaaaigaiedfhBfgiri w*a« 
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they could be pat to sach a reprobate use ; moreover, 
they were not mentioned in scripture, said be ; and 
mother, when I told her of this, bleered her een in 
the attempt to search the scriptures for the word. 
However, the hearse was held in no sort of estima* 
tion with ns, in-ctfoseqnenoe, and ibr long after we 
had no employment for it till the smuggling cantrip 
'm»Afg0Um ; and y^ between mndvet^ a hearse 
bat«iy emnmodiaaftvedife when iff s wa»ttd fcr a»^ 
ef4^g«nteeter mitts^ aeeastetned to keepth$nr omi 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

No dk>ubt gmve-dig^^ixig has its jocosities, like the 
law, or any other ^editable (ttofession, a0 may he 
aeeo by what I have rehearsed anent the smugg^leiar 
ploys ; but it has likewise its dules, which in a q^ 
cial maimer were experienced in our parish, where 
the betheral is not just a commoner of that calling. 

It happened that we had among us, about the time 
of the rigmarole interment of the tea, a weeUfaur't 
lassie in her blithesome teens, of a weel-doing nature, 
and most obliging. How it came about, I cannot 
tell, but she foigathered with one of the Laig^bland 
men that were at the sham interment ; and from less to 
more, it kithed in time that she had gotten more than 
did her good on that occasion. In short, it was seen 
upon her that she was in the way of being a mother 
before she was a wife, and every heart was sore at 
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ite discovery ; for saving a bit thoughtlessness — a wee 
glaikit, it might be— there was no ill in Maggy Kil* 
sythe, . 

,' At last the folness of time drew on, and Maggy 
was laid in the straw, and brought forth a brave man* 
child ; but, ochon ! the donsie damsel was taken away* 
into Abraham's bosom, before she had time to tell the 
name of the father of the get. There was not a dry 
eye, especially among the women folk, when they 
heard of the come to pass, with the mystical death of 
poor Maggy ; and every body was in a terrificatioii 
about her son, what would come of it, and wha would 
bring it up ; for her mother had died when she was 
young, and it had no more kith nor kin than the dove 
had in the drowned world, whto Noah sent it out of 
the ark. ' The minister's wife was spoken to; but 
die said that she had enough to do with her own 
kittlings — a most unsavoury speak; and the rest of 
t]ie towns, baith Bleakrigs land Dozent, were equally 
haid-hearted* 

I was, however, very wae for Maggy, and gaed 
about with disconsolation, seeking whom I might find 
with Christianity in their bosoma to take the innocent 
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Vabjr«— ^ Mnbn paying for the mmimg ; int 1 
cKBoe little speed, till Ae Lmd pat danitf in Am 
breast of the randy, Peg Cannon, that in her yimth 
had been with the solders im Ametiea, «nd siie aiddf 
tlMit beii^ used to ftdterless bnrts ht the army, «lv 
froald eUle to bring np tibe ori^iaii, widi the belp 4rf 
the session, and a good word in Ike shape of a dnoa 
from the udmster's lady, by which I g^ot the stren «f 
tbe cahaity overcome, and in doe seaum doofe 
Maggy, that had been so left to heraeif, pat aneadi 
Ae ground — a job that was not done widiout an «b* 
dearour ; for I maixn confess, that to see it "was rery 
heart-bnming, as I had begun to look beinnd wliea 

^^SY S^'^ P^^ ™^' ^^^ ^^ quear <iboughts aboofc 
manrying, tiiat might have come to an asking* Hmf«> 
ever, all that is passed now ; but I thought I eonil 
not better manifest the regard I had for the mollifir 
tiian by looking after her wee waging baby, so I took 
by ordinar care of it, and aftien went to see the h^- 
less thing; for really Peggy Cannon was axaady^ 
tJiough maybe as rudi in die heart as those whio could 
better read the Scriptures, of which Ae did not fcaow 
« B from a bull's fit* 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

For theTeasons of whibb I have given ;aa ialdiai^ 
m ^ foregoing chapter, I regarded Maggy'« rendne^ 
40 &e orphan was ^sailed, with a cttupasstonate undieff- 
-standing. By and by, we got hkn baptized Mwas 
*Waft, not knomng what else to call him ; and P^^ 
fsaid he was thiwing like a puppy dog sucking &e 
fipowt of a teapot, as she saw a pointer's whelp onee 
edicated in a transport, when taken nntimeously^fOBi. 
its mother. 

Till she happ^ied to tell me of this, I never thaugiit 
how wee Afoses got suck ; but she showed ane, jsnd 
when she did, weel content was I, though I said no- 
ting, how cdie was a randy; though no circitnssrpect 
-woman would ever have thought of bringing oip a 
Oaiadierless orphan with such a contrivance. She just 
had some milk in a saucer, and, rolling up a bit of 
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rag) she dipped it is, held it to the bairn's mouth, 
and he was ad cagy about it as if it had been a pap 
of the motherly gender. 

Bely ve, Moses Waft grew into a totum, as we call 
a running wean, and had his mother's bonny blue 
een, that sometimes brought up a remembrance, and 
I wanted mother to take it home, but she would not, 
80 it continued to bide with Peggy, who was some^ 
times, to tell the truth, no example ; but Providence 
has a use for poor folk as well as for rich ones, for 
Lazarus as well as Dives ; and the forlorn laddie pros- 
pered inhealth, if he did no better, while he bided with 
Peggy, which was till he reached his fifth birth-day, 
when, with near a whole shiUing that I had helped 
him to gather, he espoused his fortxme* 

Mrs Canny, the minister's wife, gave him an old 
bread-basket. I bought for him threepence worth of 
excellent new songs, three stay-laces, twa thimbles, 
and a beautiful penknife, that cost twopence half- 
penny ; and with this cargo of commodities, he went 
to try his luck at the fair of Dozent, which fell on 
that very day, and was the cause of putting it into 
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our h^uls, to make a beginning of the world 
Moses* 

■ Nor were we deceived in him, for he was a gleg 
callan, and would hold his place with any one» so 
that for his tenpence^halfpenny, he brought hame to 
Peggy nearly half-a-crown, with which she gart him 
treat her with a gill for good luck^ which, though he 
did, he was, as she told me, as dour to fleech, as to 
draw a rusty ramrod. 

But as I'm no writing the history of Moses, i 
need not be overly particular ; however, he warslet on 
till he got his seventh year behind him, and then he 
took on for a drummer, with a recruiting seijeant that 
came out for the ting and country, to Dozent from 
Glasgow. He caught, however, no fish in our 
parish, but only that whittering trout, Moses. 

What became of him, we never heard for many a 
day, till sixteen years and better after, he being with 
the regiment again in Glasgow, came out to see us, 
a brave lad and a seijeant, for he was a sorrow for 
cleverness. He called Bleakrigs his home, for it^S 
natural for man to have a home, and we were all very 
vogie to see him, but auld Peggy Cannon was long 
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demi^ whidi Ite was nght sad to kear, saying slie waa 
the only mother he ever knew ; and what the heart 
M ia a cg im the trve way,, it tries to make lap for with 
an ailifice^ Bizt he was a hraw kd, and when he 
wsak to thank Mr Camty £&s the days of his youth, 
Ike ministtr was se well pleased that he gave him a 
ghaa of whisky ; and Mt» Canny was most jocose, 
attd speei^t what he £d with hei basket* whidi he 
told her he niffer't with another padt laddie for threeK 
penee^ whidi, she said^ wa» a whole pensy mere than 
it was worth* 
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CHAPTER XXUI. 

But ioat aoe that's iteel liked m the worid^ tvs 
dues ndl, which is the xeaaou that things go on so 
jregular ;. fcnr^ had Mkin^ the upper haad» it's iw 
w^iiig what would be the iqMhot. A' the do-weds 
jm of a 8ob^dt)r staid character, and ony Tiadoniia 
tbafs to be. found ameng men, heads with those 
lliat are wdl likit; m> that they make dmaselves^ 
aieiekle profit of it, for XBoen do not like otheia so as 
to do them service, but for their own pleasure, whick 
does not lie in doing sernoe* 

I BAake the forgoing remark, calling to muid the 
repute that Moses Waft was of firom a boy among 
«K. He had naebody in all the world that he could 
be said to hare a claim of legality upon, andyetfiom 
his very birth he was the best likit laddie in the whole 
parish^ and mony a one said kind things of him for 
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the way he bore with Peg Cannon in her rampau— 
ges. However, I have no more for the present to 
say of Moses, but to return to my regular record of 
the folk with whose interment I had a handling. 

After Moses' mother, as I was saying, was buried, 
I was long of • having to do with a remarkable cha- 
racter; for although our parish is not without a 
something worthy of remembrance, it's not, as Mr 
'Beta the schoolmaster says, a Temple of Fame, the 
generality of the people being mediocres, apd more 
given to see what. a shilling is made o^ than to sing 
anthems. However, at last I had a Job, and it's not 
to be skipped over without a notandum. : . > /.. 
' It happened, as I have frequently rehearsed, that 
the king's high-road went through the ^town or 
clachan of Dozent ; and there came to it one night 
a man that was troubled with an inward calamity, 
Bnd died the next day of an inflammation, in spite of 
bU the doctors could do. ' ^ 

He being a stranger, nobody knew who he was^ 
jand. being dead, he was buried by me and two-three 
decent folk, leaving a portmanty in the public. . 

With the help of the minister's advice, Mr Scruple, 
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the lawyer, broke open his trunk, to see if there was 
any thing in it whereby a discovery could, be made^ 
-but nothing was found, although his clothes were 
most respectable; and we came taa conclusion, from 
the shape of the shirts, that he was an Englisher. In 
ihe corner of the box, howeyer, there was a stocks- 
buckle wrapped up in the back of a letter, and on the 
letter was a superscription to Rupert Manners, Esq. ; 
^ut no one among us could make out what the lave 
-of the writing was, only Mr Scruple, who was a &rr 
seeing man, said, that the portmanty with the clothes 
should be sent to the minister's, and he himself would 
take charge of the bit of paper. Farther than this, 
nothing more occurred at that time ; but we had all 
our guesses concerning Rupert Manners, Esq., being 
persuaded he was of a genteel stock. 

Many a day, however, passed, and we had not an 
inkling about who he could be, and all the expenses 
of his 'obsequy was considered by the session as lost 
money. At last, when Mr Scruple was in on a job 
in his way at the court in Edinburgh, he saw an ad- 
vertisement in a newspaper, offering a great reward 
to anybody that could give an account of one Ru- 
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port Msanen^ Esq. of CrocUJiig Hall, iatibe eotOAty 

The naiw, and sometliing in the dbape of the di«- 
jBetia% caused Mr Seruple to paadez, and when he 
came home, he had a coolabble with the minister ; 
waiy. from less to more, he sent off a very purpoaelike 
letter, telling how a gentlanan had died £arlom in 
ooc town, and nothing was known about him but 
that he had a pair of knee-buckka in a badi of a let^ 
t8E^ that had a similitude to the name in. the adyeiy 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

b ki wettknovm that inlieritcHEiy b^bre they cat 
adce a hee use of the inhfrritawce that cornea to th€Mai» 
yeiy axudous to have a good light to it» which k 
iras the case widi a near fiiend of Mc Ikbuuien^ 
who cansed the adrertiaeiiieiit to be put in the pa* 
paa, for it was about no other than hia thai it waa 
publicated* 

Instead of a reply to Mr Scruple's epistky the heir 
cam^ a young Engliaher^ the heir-at-laWy to queaH 
d» troth of the whole story^ by which the session 
was fidly darenified for their <mtlay for the bariaL 
Thenoaistergot abraw pLcking, and it was said that 
Mr Scrujde's count was vera reasonal^r i^ot being 
jBUch above twenty pounds^ all which was duly poidy 
aad a gratos gift left for the poor of the parish, thai 
waa naost oont^iting, being a five^pound Edinbui|^ 
bank note. 
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It was not to be thought, when all this was done, 
that there would be any overcome ; but it happened, 
in distributing the five pound among the poor, one 
Janet Glasham got what would pay her house-rent, 
and had a shilling over and abune/ Hech, sirs I but 
that was a most misfortunate shilling, for poor Janet 
thocht she might lay it out for winter coals, whereof 
'she mended a good fire ; and, alack I fell on it herself, 
and suffered a prejudice that she never got the better 
of, by which the coming in among us of Rupert Man- 
ners, Esq., was a cleiar calamity ; for if he had not 
come, died, and been sought after by his heir, Janet 
might have been to the fore for many a day. 
'. She was a douce, haining, considerate creature, 
who lived by herself in a small back-house, and her 
wheel was all the gudeman she had. The whole day 
she did nothing but draw a thread from a tow rock, and 
at night she went to her bed, and got up in the morn- 
ing again to spin. No life could be more methodical 
than hers — ^the bell in the town clock of Dozent had 
more variety in its way of passing the time than auld 
Janet, inasmuch as it had twelve times a variety in 
its vocation of chapping the hours ; yet, for all that^ 
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she was a well-contented patient body, and when the 
sun in the summer day glinted in at her window, she 
would sing a soft sang in a very pitiful manner, like 
a laverock that has grown old in a cage. 

The death of Janet, which, as I have related, was 
brought on by her falling into the fire, occasioned 
many a remark, folk thinking that it betokened some- 
thing, seeing that we were all so vogie about finding 
out who was Rupert Manners* But when Janet was 
gone, I had a consideration with mysell anent her, 
and the generality of the poor, for it was found, when 
she was lifted out of the fire, that she had not a neivcr 
fill of m^al in her basin, and was just on the lip of 
poverty. What would have become of her had she 
not partaken of the Manners' mortification, is not 
easy to be known ; but it gave me much to think o^ 
and how it is that the poor of this world live on, from 
day to day, picking a morsel on the edge of want, 
like a goat on t|ie cornice of a craig, and they all 
come at last to the likes of me, borne on spakes, and 
are buried in a way of genteelity not to be told# , 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

It wcmld not be easy to tell how It happens thait 
men, in my way of life, especially those in the gravo- 
dig^ng line, come to learn philosophy. Bert k sorely 
leoQies of the fear of the mort-cloth and the windingf- 
-iSaseet ever before ns, that makes ns moral in our way 
'of thinking, for what is habitude is no a kittle ques- 
tion. 

Somedmes when I thought of l3ie dead I gi*ew 

feerie, and having reached the sobriety of tJiiity-fiTO 

years, mother thought that I might be lookh^ trtft 

ioT a wife, especially as the sacking weaving had 

heen long on die thrive, and I had, gude kens fac^w, 

'flrcrapet together a bit haining, for I had turned &e 

comer <xf pounds ; but what sort of a wife I should 

wale, according to mother's advice, was not soon 

found. Young men may have a natural instinct in 
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fiscerning stttable lasses to make spouses ; b«t, 
as tiMy i^ow older, diey tUnk ^wbrt was prime «t 
fire^^aBd-twenty, is irat i»f season aboom thirty, mmi 
few wtrmen, however, wffl aJiow Aat tbey ever gnm 
ererly auld for yotmg men. But a weddmg is nom 
time for moraHzing, and so, without saying miek 
about it, I was quite of raoAei^s opinion, that a wife 
was a useful arHcle, tend that I was come to such 
yeare of discretion as I oi:^t to Tsake a chfliee. 
Hfus in the course of nature I became a gudenuoi, 
tmd in this way being all day on the sackiBg4oaM, 
'eepts when I had a duty to perform an the Uik- 
yard, which was not so often as could /sometimeB 
have been wished, for life is a douce commodity in -a 
country parish, I said to mother to look about and 
tell me who she thought would do, and ihen IwouM- 
na grudge to waur the time for a courtship, when sli^ 
liad lighted on a satisfaction. 

Accordingly, the first fine mornings she went abroad 
like abutterfly, or a bumbee, litat prees at everyflewer 
in the garden, and many a confabble we had atmglrt 
before we found u. proper object <m which I should 
waur my tender affections. At last we condescended 
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on Leezy Bains, who, to say the truth, was neither 
tough nor contumacious to woo, but a sensible wo-r 
man who caused no inroads on my work, for she knew 
the value of a day's darg, and had a wean before to a 
perjured wretch, who, notwithstanding he had givcQ 
her marriage-lines, had fled the country, and was 
shotten in America as a soldier. ^ 

Sometime before mother went on her voyage of 
discovery, Leezy had lost her bairn, which was a fact 
well known to me, as I had not only howkit the grave, 
but helpit to bury it ; and being thus as good as a 
single young woman, my thoughts turned that way^ 
but I keepit a calm sough till I heard what the old 
hen would say. 

<^ Jemmy, my dear," said she, one night, when sh^ 
had been a-wife-hunting all day — ^^ it's my cordial 
opinion that, with all her blemish, there's no such a 
quean neither in Dozent nor Bleakrigs, nor in all th^ 
country-side for seven mile about, as Leezy Bains — 
odd, she'll make a capital wife ; for now that the wean's 
away^ she's no a prin the waur o't." 

I was most glad to hear mother speak this way, 
for I was afraid she would make an objek anent th^ 
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wean, for it is not reiy usual for motbers, at our gate 
end, to appioye of brides who have had families ; but 
she saw that I was in want of a wife, and Leezy, at 
the very worst, as she said to me, was no waur than 
a widow* 

Having settled that I should speer her price, I 
one night came off the loom early, and going home, 
pat on my Sunday's clothes, and brushed my Sab- 
bath-day's hat, and a-wooing then I went. 

Leezy's father was a cotter that lived at a place 
they called the Rigend, and after going into the fire, 
where I cracked couthly some time, her mither speert 
at me pawkilie, if I was not going to take a wife yet ; 
at the which I laughed, and by way of a gentle hintf 
said to Leezy, that maybe I had a quiet word to say 
when she was at leisure, by and by. Thus it came 
to pass we were alone by ourselves, walking in the 
minister's carse, in less than half an hour. 

I was not mealy-mouthed, but told her, that being 
a man of several adoes, I could not spend time in idle 
talk, for there is nothing, in a purpose of marriage^ 
like a man being on his peremptors. Her reply waSy 
as mother said, when I told her, most judidousi-- 
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<^ Jsnetit" Mid dfate^ ^ I kiire Ind aa injury, mai 
it's i» eTciy honcai am would now sdd widi me; 
fait if thine liOBdoMid Bm foimd favonr ill tfa^ 
the Loxd'8 wiU be done^" 

So, from less to more, we had an occasioxi^ and aft 
moth^ had lesa to do, she manied Thooaas Giant, 
the elders booa aftet cm wedding, finr e ecmnaDeiiei^ 
and me and Leezy had the house to onradi^ea ; for 
Thomas waa a bien manj and took his wife, that waa 
mj mother, ham» to his own dweUing; 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

ArrBR my maniage whh Leezy Bams, we bad a 
pleasimt qukt time, aod it was likevifie not widkcmt 
a profit to me, for the aeascm was unwlK^eaoiiia, 
and most wet, and Death had his own adoea in 
the palish with inflammations among frail Ukr the 
scarlet £srer just rampaiigiDg among the weaos.^ Yet 
iaaUtiiat smaahrie, the saare stroke Ml on nosdeeted 
headL There wasy to be sure, a moan made aboat 
Wifikrw Troupsy the midwife, when her sodL cro^t 
aaieadii the grass into AbrahamV bosrai, fov Aie had 
beeft long an instnmettt in the plefiishesg^^ of the 
wetrUU I cannot say I was, however, besotted,. 
Hke many ethers, eoneeming her Clients ; fof^ si- 

ft 

thovf h they might foe gresrl m their wi^> it w<ndd 
Wt be natmvl if betWnJs did not loe& <m howittes 
iiilikatir> isetinet laice. wlmt dogs dierisb agatnsl cals^ 
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How, indeed, can it be otherwise, for the midwife's 
trade is to bring a superabundant population, which 
is an evil, as the dominie calls it, into the world, and 
the betheral's, to bury whom the Lord weeds from 
among them ? So that, for three years, I do not find 
in my notes a necessity to make a spoke. 

It's true, no doubt, we had in the meantime 
meicUe to mak a reflecting head think, and having 
been by this time many years in my post, I b^an to 
. mak observes, the foremost of which was very edify- 
ing, and well deserving of a quest. 

Being in the kirkyard vera often, and called thither 

from the sacking loom, it came into my head, for I 

.have a geny for seeing the falling-out of come-to- 

.passes, . that we live in a whirling world, and that 

jliere, is no eni to any thing, the chain of Frovidence 

4)dng made, iii a sense, of circularities :.in shoit, that 

4Hdd. grannie Nature, leaning on a headnstane, 

, 'j^nly told that, as sui^e as Uiejre are times and sea- 

.ftOQS, there is a coifung round of .the same course of 

; a^iectd in l^e mpon and stard to teU men &e end 

r und the. duration, of tacks, and that it was little better 

. tQ.make a deviation from what she had appointed ior 
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^Aem, than to think a day's darg could be carried into 
-the night, or that Sunday could be changed to Thurs- 
day, or any other day of the week. 
^i I was led to make the notandum concerning this, 
4)y reason of an alteration that my lord was seduced 
-to make in the length of &rm-leases, by an English 
purveyor that he invited from London to tell him how 
«he best could &itten his income, every heritor having 
.a turn that way. 

This newfangled man gart my lord trow that spade- 
-shafifcs could bear plums, and eg^ed him on to all 
manner of mischief, insomuch that he persuaded him 
that the earth would yield her increase manifold, if 
ills lordship would shorten the tacks of his feums, and 
make an introduction among his tenants of that out- 
landish practice from the east countrie, which, for a 
better name, is called rotation of crops. This whig- 
maleerie, I need not say, bred a stramash in the 
brains of decent folk ; and Thomas Harrow, who was 
a long-headed man, said to me, when he consulted me 
on the subject, that it was vera sinAil, for that the 
Creator made the world after himself, unchangeable, 
and that the natural cleading of the earth was green 
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grass, and that wheat aad eora would in time esate 
te be that ; and that tbe labour of man waa just wot 
ettle to prevent it. Thus I was set out observing^. 

At first, Imnst allow» my prog^ress in philosophy waa 
amaU, for it is a kittle study ; but at last, being in 
the kiikyard one day by myself,. I hi^ened to db« 
■are that the lettexing of auld tombs was^ on awny^ 
fiUed up with gpreen moss, most particular to behddy 
and that the trees, where the plague is buriec^ had^ 
obl the north side, a hap of fog^ like a fur-dbke on an 
anld leddy; and in time I came to notice, that a^ 
though eyery^ year was not like ita ancestor, there 
was a fiBonily-likeness ; which led to the following 
with the dominie,, on a Satuiday a£tamoML 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

^ Mr M^Scud," quo' I to the domiaie^ as lie 
came towarda me^. ^^ do you ken that I ha?e made am 
okeerve?" 

" No possible," quo' be ; '^ what is it aboul ?'* 

^^ Ye'se aoquaiat," quo' I, *^ nae doubt, with this 
neesKmaDsie of my LiMrd's, for rai^bag his re&t8» by 
doiBg clean away with leases and tacksy wluek have 
lieen sanetionedj^ as Mr CraUon, the ^cciseman,, says^ 
by the wisdom of our ancestors." 

^ I have kenn'd o't, and I think it a very notable 
way of putting money in his purse." 

^ Nae doubt, bu^t it can ne^er eome to a beamg>,'' 
im» my well pondered reply,. *^ for it's an ev^i. dowjt 
ecnlxariiiess to the laws of nature." 

^< How do you make out that?" eiiedh^athoi^pbt 
abiitied to hear me speak of the laws of naluitt^ whidk 
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are as tough to understand as if they were king's 
statues, written in the Latin tongue. 

<^ You see," quo' I, with the height of discretion, 
^^ that I have been meditating among the tombs — 
thinking of the bee in my lord's bonnet, I came to 
the braw table monument with six legs, under whilk 
Bsdlie M^Kyte's dear spouse is lying, as the 'pitaph 
testifies, and looking at it for a moral edification, 
reading anent her manifold merits, which are all 
set forth in a fine style of language, written by the 
minister of the parish, who was a deacon with a pen, 
I happened to notice by the date, that it had been 
erected just nineteen years, and noticing the date, I 
looked at the lettering, and lo and behold all the moss 
that should have been in them, was as clean gone as 
if it had never been there." 

** Ay," said he, with a douce smile, "what of that?" 
« What of that, Mr M* Scud ? "quo* I ; « does it not 
show, as the Belfast almanack tells us, that the golden 
number is complete in nineteen years, when the 
moon again recapitulates her courses, and all things 
jiave, as it were, a new beginning? I therefore Iby 
my lord is cloking on adle eggs with his rents. 
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when he would make a change in tacks. The King 
and Parliament might as soon expect to blot the 
Sabbath out of the week* No, no ; tacks are ordina* 
tions, and it's a sin to meddle with them." 

" I give you great credit, Jamie," quo' Mr M^Scud, 
^* for your obsenre and demonstration ;" which surely 
was saying something, and I answered and said — 
' *^ The books of sederunt and session, Mr M^Scud, 
are no doubt very instructive on all matters concern- 
ing sculduddery ; and if a man wants to see excellent 
characters, let him go to the kirkyard. However, it 
pleasures me to hear you connive at my motion anent 
nineteen years being the naturality of tacks." 

** 'Deed, Jamie," said he, ** I have not read any 
thing like your observe, but I have a bit misdoot of 
the naturality of the thing, for I met the Dozetit- 
painter, who told me that he was going to paint the 
bailie's lady's monument, and had been cleaning the^ 
letters, so I am thinking, that maybe he had as much 
to say in your observe as Luckie Luna in the lift." , 

" Mr M*Scud," was my reply, " it's my opinion 
that you haye not an enlightened understanding, for, 
in the work of nature, it does not signify what does 

VOL. III. I 
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the turn, so that the tam be done; and surely ye 
must allow that Jock Slake, Ae painter, is just as 
efficacious for a job as any man that was ever in the 
heavens." 

I said this with some birr, for I did not dhink 
Dominie M^Scad a sincere man, the bodie ! 

Se^ng me a little sneU, he began to spoot out his 
dishmaclayers of philosophy, saying that my observe 
about Ae retiun of the nineteen years deserved a 
consideration, and from less to more, rehearsed a vast 
deal out of paper books anent parades and prooes- 
sions of the 'quinoxes, saying that ''nineteen years was 
not the exact period, for that every year was a 
thought ajee from another, which," quo' he, ** leads ine 
to think that this globe is only a saudet of the sun, 
which is itself going in an orbit as a planet round 
another sun, that we maybe see only as a star, whiBc 
star is only another sun, and so on another and 
another, for neither size nor numbers are of any 
account in infinite space." 

I listened, to be sure, but I thought he spoke some- 
thing very like nonsense, and then said-*^ 
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^^ So ye think that the steadfast earth, as it is 
called in Scripture, is just a whirlygig?" 

" If it's steadfast," said he, " on what does it 
stand?" 

I looked at the man vera calmly, and replied, as I 
turned away witih a contempt*-** On the loof of the 
Almighty." 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

During tbe term of time wben I had litde profes- 
sional duty to do, my interregnum^ as it is called 
in law, towards the end of it my leisure was oecu-i 
pied with very serious considerations. Mr Canny, 
soon after the confabble with Mr M^Scud, that 
was then dominie and session-clerk — ^he would have 
been precentor too, but he was timber-tuned, and 
had no more voice than a lidless butter-firkin — de- 
parted this life. He had been long complaining of an 
income in his right leg — some said it was the rheu- 
maticals, others that it was a gouty complaint, but I 
kent better, for it was just a sore leg. It's however, 
no for me to give a name to the calamity — I leave 
that to the doctors. Whatever it was, it gaed to his 
heart like a stang, and he coupit one night off his 
chair, and was cauld dead in the licking of a low. 
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There was a great willywaying in the parish for 
Mr Canny, because, although he was a man that kent 
the frailty of our poopit, and didn't lay on overly 
Iiard, he was weel liket, especially by the old women, 
who only came to the kiik in the lown summer after- 
noons, and were of a dozy disposition, saying, with 
a wee pawkerie, that it was just as pleasant to hear 
Mr Canny as to take a dram, or five-and-twenty 
drops of laudanum, adding, with a laigh sniggering 
laugh, and as effectual* However, he was an illess 
bodie, and if he was a preacher in a state of modera- 
tion, they would have dunkled the side of the truth, 
had they said that there was any harm in him* 

After his death, the widow, with her five dochters. 
Went to sojoium in the douce town of Lrville, and we 
had a to-do with the successor to the minister, for he 
Was a stem and masterful ecclesiastic, with a nose 
that a partanVtoe was not redder, and a blae pota- 
to's not rounder* 

He was a man rather above the years of discretion, 
and had been the incumbent of a neighbouring parish 
of which my lord was also the patron ; but it was weel 
to be seen that Dr Forkail did not need any other 
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lielp for a tranalatioii from Duckduba to Bleakiigs, 
than that the stipend ol Bleakrigs was several boUs 
better than that of Duckdubs^ foreby ihe kaae» of 
which Duckdnbs had none ; and I should h^e ob« 
serre, that it is not a comfortable Christianity in 
which ministers are given inordinately to glebes and 
stipends, and I say this with some contrition^ seein j^ 
that I belong to the kiik myself, being a betheral^ 
and should not speak out of doors of what is done in 
the school, 

« When it was first minted that Dr ForkidI was to 
get a sort of a call to be our mioister, several sober 
and sagacious carles made a very just remark, saying, 
that he should stay where he was, for he was owre 
ifFcel known, and that a nunister, be the differenee of 
stipend what it might, committed a great trespass on 
panaKlence, who changed from one ne^hbour parish to 
amther. ^^ He shotdd always," said they, ^^ ^o to 
some place farther off" — a saying which, I thought, 
was a kithing of a discerning spirit. Thus it came to 
pass, that although it could not be said that Dr Foc^ 
kail's coming bred a riotous hobUeshaw amcng us^ 
^ he was well knowB as the pieadier on theXhiuak 
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day when we had the occasion, yet there was a mur-. 
muring among the people, and he had a thin kirk to 
preach to when he mounted the poopit for the first 
lime as the minister. 

Howsomever, the doctor was not a man to fash him- 
self with a heaft-break grief for such a deficiency ; in- 
deed, I was more wae for him than I think he was 
himsell, for when he lookit about from on high in the 
poopit, and saw the want that was in the seats, my 
heart sank with shame ; but if there was ony change 
in his coiintenance, it couldna be seen — maybe, how- 
erer, that might be owing to his having for a con- 
stancy a red-cabbage complexion* 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

But although Dr Forkail was a more extraordinar 
man than Mr Canny, I kenna how it came to pass 
that he was never among us held in such estimation 
lis the Psalm sings of the man that lifted up his axe 
thick trees upon. Partly it might be owing to his 
looking overly glegly into the matters of his stipend, 
as he was just desperate about the kane, and was vera 
fond of a roasted fat hen to his supper. 'Deed, the 
ill speakers of the parish did not stop at saying that 
he was in a sense a bootyer, for they said it even 
down* Upon the whole, however, the gentry were 
well pleased with the doctor, for he was a man surely 
of great parts, and my lord had him to dine at the 
Castle every time the family came down from London, 
to keep up their connexion, and that was very nearly 
every summer. 
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* But in one respect the doctor, like many other 
ministers, was a most ill-used man, and an object of 
pity. When minister of Duckdubs, as in duty bound, 
'being incumbent, he drew up the statistical account of 
that parish, for Sir John's wonderful work, as it was 
called by the clergy. It was a doing, and was as thick 
as a Bible, having in it all manner of particularities, 
and great things were expected of the honour and &me 
it would bring to him ; but before it appeared, he came 
oyer to be our minister. Soon after, however, the 
book it was in came out, and, oh dear I but there was 
a sight to be seen — all his account of the frae Dan 
to Beersheba of Duckdubs, was clippit and dock't 
into such a small commodity, that it was a shame to 
be seen. Peggy Murdock, his lass, said he was 
driven speechless to see his inditing made ignorar 
mously concise. 

This was bad enough, no doubt, but the first woe 
was a flearbite compared to the second ; for it happened 
that in the parish of Duckdubs a goose had been 
bom that was most comical, and in his account, he 
had spoken at large anent this immethodical made-up 
beast, and had talked much of the consternation it 
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would cause to the learned, partieularly to the pro- 
ftfisoxs of colleges^ and the like philosophers. But, 
lo I when the book came out, all about the goose, 
and many another equally interesting &ct, was no- 
where to be found ; which is a clear proof what sort 
of store should be set by Sir John's book, when things 
so important, indicating, as the doctor himself said, a 
dispoution in nature to change the conformation of 
the inhabitants of the world. The goose of Duckdubs 
was no more like a common goose than is a member 
of Parliament, although it is the &8hion to speak of 
some of them, in a metaphorical sense, as thiag^ of 
that speshy. However, 'cepting this observe I shall 
say no more about it here, for it fiasht the doctor, and 
it was thought his sermons were the waur of it till 
Iblk got used to them. 

But surely Dr Forkail was a man well deserving of 
being a pattern, for about the end of ten months — ^it 
was mthin the year-there came to resideat in the 
parish, for the benefit of his health, a pale and wan 
whey-fiused man, that was by trade a poet, and to 
him the ninnister was very kind — for you know that 
folk afflicted^ with the poeticals, are real objects of 
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chatity. This invalid being white in the gxaulls, and 
the doctor for colour a perfect peony rose, that mift- 
leart birkie, Mr Gallon, the exciseman, who had been 
a wallynle-shain to my lord's brother, had not a right 
leverence for them, and called the one, by reason of 
his white face, the lily, and the doctor he called the 
; rose. Thus the lily and the rose came to be adhe- 
I me to both, though it could not be said dther of 
$ them deserved the honour, for they could not hdp 
f their looks. 

j Nevertheless, the lily was a very indefatigable 
J man, rising often in the dead hour of the night, 
I putting his thoughts on a sklate which lay on the win- 
j^ dow-sole beside the candle that he always in the night 
I kept burning ; I have seen it myself, in the likeness 
of a stem, when I had occasion to go under the cloud 
i to Dozent. Mr Gallon, who was addicted to misca*, 
ay spoke of it as the poet's spunkie. 

Quo' I, « What do you mean by that ?" 
Quo' he, « It's his geny." 

Now, I had often heard of Mr Metre's geny ; but 
how he worshipped it in the night, under the shape 
of a candle, is beyond my comprehension. Never- 
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thelesSy though he was a man of a nenre, and given 
to comstraireties, he was a very commendable charac- 
ter, only he was surely at times a wee daft, for he 
had a way of talking to himself on the roads, that 
made me wae to see him ; and when the weather was 
warm, he would sit on a table tomb-stone in the kirk- 
yard, to the hinderance often and detriment of my 
duty, making his hands go like a demented man, 
playactoring. But of his latter end it behoves me to 
be more special, as will be seen in the next Chapter. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Mb Metre was, as I have said, afflicted mth a 
decay of nature when he came to the parish, and he 
was not long among* ns till he was a perfect atomy ; 
ye might have seen the soul in his body as plainly aS 
a candle burning in a horn bowit; and it was evi- 
dent, as Mr Gallon said, that he was in Death's mar* 
ket-cart, trintling away to the other world. For all 
that, he was nevertheless a particular man, though 
not without a vagarie, for he suffert much detriment 
by staying out ower lang and late in the dewy even- 
ings, looking at the stars, and playing at boo-peep 
with the moon, as she geided lamping against and 
through a swift carry. 

At last he grew all mouth and een,c and not being 

able to converse after gloaming with the powers of 

«the air, he used to sit at the window, in a heigh-ho 
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posture^ making a moan as if there had been a some- 
thing in going out o' a sinful world, never tMnking 
that, as it is ordained for all flesh once to die, there 
cannot be an uneommonality in death, though it must 
be allowed that it is a sore thing, when the time comes, 
for the stoutest heart to go through the trial. 

Having a notion that he would soon need my help 
to put him aneadi the yird, I went to speer for him. 
every morning after getting my breakfast, which is oer» 
tamly an earthly, not a moral pastime ; and sometimes 
we had on those occasions a few words of edification^ 
wherein he surely spoke as a man ih^t had words cS 
a bonny sound at command* But although it was 
pleasant to hear him when the kittling in his hass was 
not molesting, th^e was at times a kind cf a dream 
ia his sfnrit, tiiat <^iken made me eerie, imd really I 
had my doubts an he was quite ortiiodox ; but that h 
the nature of human creatures troublet with the 
{loeticals. God be thankit! our parish is clear of 
them, though now and then we have had the meades 
aad snmll-pox, Mr Metre did not of ri^t pertaiH to 
us, but was an incomer. 

At last he came to his dead411, «nd on that numi- 
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ing^y as was my wont, I went to see him, and he was 
die first soul I ever saw weeded from the worUI,^ 
though my trade and calling obligated me to hare 
many han'lings with die dead. 

He was Ijring on the bed in a very disjasket con* 
dition, his blue een as if they had been boiled, his 
teeth standing out, and his lips drawn back ; he waa 
a humUng sight, and he was just living, and no 
more* 

Around the bed were several decent women, neigiH 
hours, looking on, and saying, heeh, sirs l-'^-and every 
thing betokened that the Lord was busy there. For 
mys^, I was consternated at the sight, and fsrerf 
body was in the solemnities. By and by, however, 
he gave a startling flush, as if his departing spirit 
looked from the threshold of life, and was laith and 
afraid to fiace the mirk night of death. Oh I but I 
was terrifiet, for one of the carlins that was standinjf^ 
at the bedfoot said to me, in a whisper, that di^ 
poeticals were upon him, and shaking her head, 
added, but '^ it soon will be all over :" nor was i^ ist 
wrong, for he then just gave agreat hoast, and his gentle 
apirit flew away, leaving its earthly vestment behmd* 
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I am the more particular about the latter end of 
Mr Metre, because I was there and saw it, and be- 
cause he was the only corpse that I ever heard of that 
died of the poeticals in the parish of Bleakrigs* No 
doubt, some said that it was only a common con- 
sumption that untimeously carried him off, and the 
minister, I will allow, rather leant that way ; but 
what had a natural consumption to do communing 
with the stars, or holding untimely dalliance with the 
moon? 

After his death, a great sough ran about the coun- 
try-side concerning it, and in two days the Irville 
hearse came for the body, and balked me of my fee, 
for it took him home to his own parish, and made a 
grand kyllyvie about his clay, just as if it had been a 
living human commodity. The bleak wind is, how- 
ever, tempered to the shorn lamb, for although I was 
whisked out of the grave-digging after all my pains, 
yet there was a mercifulness in his removal to another 
part of the country, that cannot be told, and which 
pacified in me thQ spirit of disappointment. By the 
by, as a nota bene, I should state that his coffin was 
Jthe first in my time covered with black cloth, for a 
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remnant was gotten in Mr Tamin's cloth-shop in 
Inrille ; it was, to be sure, a thought moth-eaten, but 
that maun be in a bad condition that's no good 
enough for the cannibal worms of the kirkyard. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

For mony a day after the departal of Mr Metre, 
and ^hieh was more on account of himself than for 
the advent and commg to pass^ I had only plain 
parish work, just cases of common fever and siclike ; 
at last, however, we had a doing that was a great cause 
of sympathizing. Long before my time, two out- 
landish kind of folk, Irishers or Englishers, came to 
Dozent for a change of air, the wind in that place 
never biding lang in one airt ; and they lived very 
soberly and much by themselves. Having only one 
child, a brave well-bred laddie, when he had gotten 
what schooling they could afford to give him, he was 
sent to a friend in an o'ersea land like America, and 
shortly after the fiither and mother died, none know- 
ing whence they had come — as little indeed as it 



TH£ BBTHSRJU 115 

iras IcBOwn into what worid they had departed* But 
they were remored, and in time their memory faded 
£rom among ns* 

By and by — I was then of scane repnte as the bethe* 
ral — ^tfais scm, grown into a pordy gentleman, came 
home^ with ihe notion of spending the residae of 
hb ]z£e among ns^ and in the neigfaboorliood where 
his parents had at last, as he said^ found a resting- 
place* 

He was a quiet, cafaD, and thoughtful mau, of m 
eompoeed countenance, putting up with the incon- 
veniences of life with great temperance. But he had 
not long comcy when he was smitten with a mortal 
malady, and while yet a stranger, was gathered to the 
jiid as if he had never been. Some of the eldedy 
peojdc rec(dleeted his father and mother, and spoke of 
them as of aloof sojourners ; but nothing waa known 
flf their pedigree, noref&eir native land; and if Mr 
Blemish, as the deceased genll^nan was named, 
knew aught of their nation or kindred,, the sc^it died 
with him. 

Nothing could be more clear and simpk seemingly 
liHm thia affidr^ but wheA it came to pass, great was 
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Ihe to-do it caused, the very minister, Dr Forkfdl^' 
then stricken in years, speaking of it from the poopit, 
as a thing that should be laid to heart, and meditated 
4hereon in the watches of the night. Not a tongue 
was within the four comers of our bound but wondered 
what the. Blemishes could be, and not a bosom that 
was not sorrowful to think of them, and yet knew not 
wherefore it was so. Upon the subject, Dr Forkail 
made a preaching, that many good judges said had 
a pith in it, and which proved he could be a man of 
talent when he chose. Well^do I mind the discourse. 

He likened Mr Blemish to this world — ^which we 
come into, not knowing whence we come, and going 
away, not knowing whence we go ; and his words of 
improvement, at the end of his sermon, left not a dry 
eye in the congregation. Indeed, it was one of the 
marvels of the time^ to think how Mr Blemish was 
spoken of, and the piteous compassion that filled to 
overflowing every breast when he was mentioned, as 
if because he. was so little known, he was so well 
liked. 

There was a great congregation at his {imeral, 
> gen tie and semple were there ; the very weans followed 
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in silence, hand in hand, and the kirkyard was as the 
burying of an idol among the heathen ; and a spirit 
was upon us all, like as if it were the intennent of 
the last of a generation. The very mools, as they 
fell on the coffin, had an echo in my heart, and I 
was very sad, though well used to bury very worthy 
people. 

Never could I understand what made the end of 
Mr Blemish so mystical ; and it was well said by old 
Janet Pettigrew, that it was like the burial of Mai- 
chedic, who was without father or mother, and 
thought, in the days of the ancient delusion, to be or- 
dained a priest for ever. 

But strange things come to pass at times, and 
there is no wisdom in rejecting what we do not un- 
derstand. Who can tell what is death, or wherefore the 
wicked and the afflicted are sent into the world. 
There is no doubt a pleasure in seeing the fortunate 
and the happy ; but although in a sense I am but a 
betheraly it is no be sought for in this world of time 
to know that man is 'incapable of understanding for 
what he is made. Mr Blemish, however, was a good 
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; bat the iniquities of tlie £itiiefs sre Tinted on 
the ehildreoy and if he had not an ancestor that had 
brought a curae on the race, *what for did lonfttinew 
eBfrirmi them, and awe attend hia bnzial ? 



THE BBTHXRAL. 1 19 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

For divers seasons after the departal of that laneriy 
many Mr Blemkh, we had no great uncos in the pa» 
iid» The weather was generally drier than wont^ 
and my income snfifered a thought in conaeqoenee ; 
Ji»^ it was as if life grew tougher. We had, however^ 
a i^Hikikling of baims ; hut though they served to keep 
my hand in, it cannot be said that they are the proper 
gear to turn the penny with ; but the interim was 
not without a ccnamotiony and it is very neeenar that 
posterity should be made acquainted widi the right 
dots and ins of the job* 

It is weU known that the heritors of a parish are 
among* the most ne'ei^begun of the human wpeehyf 
mtimg an ado about a nml as if St weve a dawfNit 
table ; and the heritors <^ Bleakrigs^ feuars and' sitb- 
feuars, had of course the natural contraction, and 
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were most sikker about any sort of outlay to uphold 
the kirk* This being the case, the stramash whereof 
I have to make mention fell out in this way. 

The King, as he had a right to do, waged a war 
after the King of France had gotten his head hagged 
off by the democrawls, and there was one Yerl Howe 
that he sent out with ships to captivate the French 
men of war, which the Yerl did in a most obedient 
manner, bringing them in all in a disjaskit condition. 
So bringing them in, when the news came amang us, 
there was great gladness in our parish ; but I could 
not see the rightful cause of such mirth, for it was a 
defrauding of the kirkyard of its righteous dues, to put 
so many men to death, and drown their bodies without 
Christian burial. However, I said nothing, but let 
the fools and weans take their daffin. 

It happened, however — the Gude kens how — ^that 
a swarm of birkie callans and bardie lasses took it into 
their heads in the gloaming to perform an exploit ; 
^d, accordingly, with shouts and glee, they went in 
A troop to the kirkyard, and in a blasphemous manner 
loosened the rope of the bell, and began to make it 
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jbw and jow witb profanity, setting up every now and 
then a laugh that was dreadful. 
• I hearing the bell capering and clamouring as if it 
was gaen by itself, went to the place, and told the 
efailder that I would end their sport, for they ought 
to have gotten my leave or the minister's first* Not 
diat I was contrary, but being an official, I had na* 
turally a regard for the maintenance of a lawful 
authority. They, however, hooted and scooted me, 
and the lasses were waur than the laddies, who were 
busy at the ringmg, while they stood around on the 
tombs and graves, and held out their fingers at me in 
a most sacrilegious way. So from less to more, my 

» 

corruption began to rise, and I made an endeavour 
to disperse the riotous mob, but it was only riping 
the ribs, and making the fire bum fiercer. At last I 
grew perfectly wud at seeing such condumacity, and 
running into the bell-rope, tried to wring it out of 
their talons ; but whether with them pulling against 
me, or that Providence was slack on its post, the bell 
was drawn out of its handing, and came to the ground 
among us with a birr that made all the hobbleshow 
flee like chaff before the wind, and I cooled with 
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tfaankfulness that nobody waft brained by the &11 of 
the demented bell. 

. But the catastrophe did not end here. It was neod-* 
f&T to make a reparation of Ae damage, and I W9& 
dbected by the sesnon to see it done. When, hsm-^ 
mer, the account came in, the aessioir nutde a refii^.. 
ando to the heritors, and t£e heritors^ with their inr- 
herent sSckerliness, refused to pass it, saying it oi:^;ht: 
to be paid by the parishioners in genracal, which waa^ 
most iniquitous ; but I lose my temper when I call, 
to mind the wickedness of heritors, feuars, and adb-* 
feuars, for it would make a dry-stone-dyke sweat 
with agony to hear what a trouble I had on the head, 
of that calamity, and which gars me say, that if all 
victories cost the nation as dear as die firsKt of June 
did to me, they would be ill aff for a tmu that would 
%ht for them. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

Being by this time well alrickeii in years, motlieff 
an old woman, and Leezy, my wife^ skewered with a 
mtyca in her Mp joint, it could not be said that 
time ran so smoodily on the trintle with me as "whem 
my head was green, and my heart plump with the 
jocundity of youjth; for although I was never, a# 
Dr ForkaQ declared of my Lcml's second son, a chax^ 
teed libertine, I had been younger, and it conies houL 
nature to the young to be blither than the older crea* 
toes. I was, in truth, of the douce order of lad% 
and being^ in my nonage elevated to the post of 
hetheral, came to be of a sedate and methodical cha^ 
ncter. I say tins, because it may be thought from^ 
4Jie foregoing chapter and hobblement, that brought 
ioma liie kuk bell among us, that I was sometimes 



124 THE BETHERAL. 

not overly judicious, but I assure the courteous reader 
this was not the case. I have reached the age of 
ihree-score and ten, with all manner of respect in my 
calling, ^hich is more than mony can say who hold 
their heads higher. 

It lay far, however, from my hand to meddle with 
politickals, but you see because of the accident and 
the fasherie of the 'count I could not skip the bell, 
Imd something almost as bad came to pass that I 
ought likewise to notice. 

From the time that Dr Forkail came into the in- 
cumbency, there was a murmuring among the people. 
Some did not like his preaching, because it was 
tather in a fine style of language. Others said he 
had a cast of the new light, but I thought him a 
great comfort to any parish, especially in a warm 
afternoon. But it's a thing plain to be seen, that 
whenever it is ordained that a change is to come 
about in religious matters, it is sure to kythe at the 
x;ommencement of a new ministry. So he had not 
long been translated into Bleakrigs, than men of a 
ruling spirit began to talk of bigging, by superscrip- 
tion, a seceder meetinghouse, kirk it could not be, as 
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they had not the privilege of building a steeple to it, 
tmd from a bell they were utterly debarred. 

When I heard the resolution to this upshot had 
come among us, it birzt, as I may well say, my 
inward parts, and quo' I to myself, they will next 
abolish the parish kirk, and if death were not, luckily^ 
stronger than mortal man, their sinfiihiess would 
make a bowling-green of the kirkyard, shovelling to 
smoothness its crunkliness of graves and headstanes* 
It was not, however, for many a year after, that the 
seceding interest came to any head ; but as the war 
raged, folk grew more and more religious, especially 
the better order, who became sensible of the error of 
their way* The commonalty, however, did not mend, 
and some of them thought that a parish minister was 
a very unnecessary stipendary extravagance. In 
short, one Peter Headles, a weaver, was moved by 
the Little Gude one day to go among his friends for 
a collection to set the seceding job a-going, and the 
corruption of human nature was manifested by the 
heartening lie got, notwithstanding that next Lord^s 
day Mr Doitle, from Irville^ a probationer, showed, 
in his discpurse, that schisms were a type and fore« 
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Tuimer of the end of tbe world ; lie was not, kow^ 
ever, a danntoning preadber, for whicli cause he joeirer 
got a kirk, but his etde to make a solemnity with hig 
words was surely by common. 

By and by, when Peter Headles and hiBijeasonoiB 
^airjamphry had collected a penny sufficieii^ to 
audiorize them to show head«rape, they gat a plan 
Ibr a holding-forth hou£^ £rom an arohitectorer in 
'Crlasgow, and began thdr edification ; but theie wa» 
not a trowel of lime wasted thereon that did net play- 
clash on my heart, for I thought if seeedar bikes weze 
.allowed in the land, it would not be long till God's 
gorbies were fleeing, and that if the mimstens were 
'^riren like peelings of onions, it would not be looag 
till betherals and kirkyards were sent after them ; uor 
was this an apprehension without a Teason, Soar when 
Peter Headles' eonrenienoe, as it was called, was 
Teady and opened, we had a very thin Idrk that dasjr, 
«nd Dr Forkail was, no doubt, a mortified man. As 
for me, I could not all ihe night open my 1^ being 
' persuaded the latter days were camae. However^ the 
( right sooner or later aye comes in sight* After flie 

to 

* new&ngleness anent Peter Headles' fidlyliad abated, 
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the sheep that had strayed firom us began to return ; 
but opinion after was ay a wee eoggly, which shows 
diat there is a danger to the establishment whenever 
ye see such pestiferous miquities, as relief kirks, 
bxi]^her, and antiburgher gatherings g^wing rife. 
As to annabaptists, it is well known they are no better 
tlian idolators. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

As it is as natural for a man to be buried as to be 
bom, it stands to reason that the betheral's due is as 
righteous a charge as the cess that the session-clerk 
lays on for a baptism; and so it was accounted in 
our parish, time out of mind, till a man that had made 
his fortune in London town came back to resident 
among us* 

This man, I have heard, was, besides being in a 
topping way in London, a member of the vestry, 
which is something about the Government, and was 
a most clever 'dividual, looking into every thing, and 
thinking how he could skin a bawbee for a saving — 
being, as I have heard, of his Majesty's Opposition. 
Well, it so fell out, soon after he came among us, 
that the influenza rampauged in the paiish ; and after 
it came a new kind of fever that they called the 
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typus, which was most deadly^ making all other 
calamities bairns' play compared to the rank ringing 
Tabiator which it was. 

This typus, being as it were an inmate with the 
poor, death had most to do with them, insomuchy 
that there was a depopulation of poor folk, which 
8ome thought one thing of, and some another ; but 
Mr Tint, the London drysalter, of whom I have 
made mention, saw in it only a reason to lower 
the kirkyard fees, which, for many a day and gene* 
ration, had suffered no sort of detriment ; on the con« 
trary, if there was any change, it was for the better* 

I cannot say that I was just overly well pleased 
to hear of this political economy, and thought Mr 
Tint was surely fashed with an idleset to think of 
filing his hands with the mools ; for, said I, it is well 
known that all afflictions soon pass away, and no 
man of a right understanding would think of making 
an alteration in the course of nature, because of the 
temporality of an affliction ; and I made it manifest 
to the minister himself that it was very indiscreet to 
meddle with what concerned the dead* However, 
Mr Tint being of the seed of the Reformers, got, by 
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diiit of spMchificatieiiSy what was called a Jieguladxoii 
«f tfe iMrtiiezal faea, Mpflrially in the case cf poor 
folk that drew their support fieoBi the paxiah, and I 
jfaul AO lidip for it but to safamit. Indeed, I saw that 

;ihe efBBKt of Aefomi, oir, as I ahonld isall it, the qpiiit 
iof niggezality^ was abroad, and that all degrees of 
jmbiie msn^ fieoBi the King sitting an hk drone with 

'likt down on lids head doing nothing, to the betfaeral 
tailmg with his spade in the kirkyard, iiowking a 
jpaare. in wet weather, was obligated to thole han- 
^pms^ in thebr ¥ocalion« Bnt, nevertheless, I made 

.myself a jreflection, saying, that formerly haining and 
saving were twa wards of the same significance; 
but in latter days we skippet haining altogedier, aad 
whamlet rsavings upside down, or rather potting 
«oriinpit In aense to serve far both. Indeed, for the 
iiaining and saving of the good old fiusUon, we have 

'patten saimpit and abridging, which are unco dif- 
ferent. In the nuld time, it was a sa3ang, that what 
nve .hflin we gain, and what is saved is profit. But 
tlmigB are all changed, and we make nothing now 
botM oaaldjdfe penny by our savings. No residue is to 
lie ttaken vp in baskets by the kind of saving that the 



neiv&ngled meconomists &sh themselves and other 
folk about. There is no renmant to be saved; in 
short, a clean clipping away, and yet we think that 
we should grow richer by becoming more narrow con- 
tracted* 

This sagacity in me bred an upshot which I will 
presently rehearse; for being by now well stricken 
in years, I jaloused it was time to retbe £roml>usi- 
ness, ^ving up trade, and to resolve on spendiagthe 
gloanosg of life, not in howking graves, but in, as 
liiey say in the Latin tongue, digging taties. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

The courteous reader will have seen, by the 
foregomg chapter, that I was drawmg to an end 
with what I had to say, and really, among other 
trades that are on the go, a betheral's is no thriving, 
which is a thing I can't understand ; but surely it 
is the case, for every body says the nation is over* 
peopled, and how that could be if people died as 
fast now as they did in old time, I leave to men of 
a mathematical understanding to judge ; but seeing 
that this was ower true, I made a reflection one 
sleety, snowy, blustering winter day, and it came 
to pass in this manner. 

For some time before, I had been ourie, sitting 
by the fire, and thinking flosophy, when the gude* 
wife brought in word that Thomas Groceries, that 
keepit the shop in Dozent, had departed this life 
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with a poplexy, saying that she hoped there would 
be a change in the weather before the day of his 
burial* 

I wished so too; for bdng ourie, as I have said. 
It was not a savory vocation to howk graves when 
the ground was constipated with frost* However, 
both me and my wife were disappointed; the ill 
weather continued, and a day was set for the inter- 
ment that was really like a judgment. However, 
though the snow was on the ground, the cloud in 
the lift, and the storm in the air, a grave must be 
provided, 

I thought to play off a diplomatical in this matter, 
and as it was coorse wark to make the grave in such 
weather, I reasoned with myself that I ought to 
keep my bed, which would allow time for a change, 
if it was so ordained. Mr Groceries, however, had 
a son who was not overly civilized^ and he, having 
covenanted with his kith and kin to be at the occa- 
sion, was just neither to bind nor to hold when he 
heard that I was ill, and more like one that would 
he soon in a grave than in a condition to howk one. 
So, from less to more, he made a complaint to 
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die sMflbxi^ and tiie aeasiob, like all other poblie 
h)iies» luaring- no conscience^ smt woacd to one 
that it was a most extraordinary thing to n^eelr 
Mr Groceries' grave, saying, that if I was a lamiter 
nm, and no in a conditiDn to da my duty in alt 
weather, it behoved them to provide a hdper and 
aacoessor*. 

I was very theiveless at hearing this, and saidr 
they might do as they pleased, but I was not laid in. 
the bed by the hand of num. This was a truth, for 
the wife helped me. 

The answer, that I had no thought would please 
them, had a clean contrary efifeck; a helper was gotten 
affhand, and except for a pleasantrie now and theai 
in fine weather, I was spared firom the laborious foA 
of my post ; so having come thus into some leisui% 
I have put together the contents of thi» book^ bdng 
sure that it will be most acceptable to the remotesl 
posterity. 
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ACT L 

SCENE L 

lie Inierior qfa Qtoe obsourdp l^iied. 

MiRKELTNE, SOku 

MSrh. Some one did knocks or have I dreamt the 
fiovndy 
That jfrom my letnely couch .at this dread hcnxr 
Hath summon'd me to rise ? [KMcMng^ 

Agam — Who comes. 
In such a night, at this imhallow'd time. 
To break the rest of a daserted wretch, 
Whom all the wxrld re^ec^f 
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Athol {vntJumt.) Open, good dame* 

Mirk. Who and vhat art thou ? say what would'st 
thou here ? 

Athol (without). Unbolt thy door — ^give me admis- 
sion. [^She opens the door. 

Mirk. Athol t 

Athol. Ha I dost thou know me ? (Aside). Hath 
her airy agents, 
By their mysterious inspiration, told 
The purport of my coming ? 

Mirk. How is diis, 
That you, my lord^ forego the holy sleep. 
And through the hurtling of the winter's storm, 
Invade my drear abode ? 

Athol. I would consult thee. 

Mirk. In what may one that thirty years forlorn, 
In this dark cavern nursing but grim thoughts 
Of fatal wrongs that never can be sooth'd, 
Advise the darings of ambitious Athol ? 
Why look you pale ? I know the country round 
Hath caird me witch, and oft in tower and hall 
The whisper'd fables of my art obtain 
The thrilling faith of many a heart that mocks 
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Th' attested miracles of relics shrined* 
And you Lave come to bid me draw aside 
The curtain of your destiny ? 'Tis so. 

AihoL If thou canst thus the unutter'd thought 
discover^ 
Then show me what I ask. 

Mirk, My lord-— my lord— 
You would have that which may not be enjoyed 
Without some wondrous chance* Beware — ^beware— » 
It is not good, else had you rather strove 
To reach it by the daylight path of honour, 
Than sought to know if Fate had order'd it. 

AthoL And has she ? 

Mirk, Yes, if 

AthoL What? 

Mirk. Dare you attempt — 
By bloody stratagem? — >— 

AthoL Shall I succeed ? 

Mirk. Success will ever crown determined guilt. 

AthoL Who shall succeed King James ? 

Mirk. Avauntl Avaunt! 
There is a sheathless dagger in thy grip, 
Crimson'd at midnight mth thy kindred's gore^ 
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Lo I on thy liBadji^dimdinl IubiA ^tk jfisnoR 
A glowing ffludot like the kb^ly catomaiu 

.«tfid^ Ste]^ dveadfid orade, aad JeH ine .a^ 



SCENE IL 



The CMgtors ^an Mbeg^ 

Feiar wmd GuAHASA. 

Friar^ SLemorseleBs homkide, hadst thou>died then, 
A gentle tear from some rdigkns eye 
Perhaps had dropt on thy untimely tonfl>. 

Grah. I have eonfess'd — ^why will you not absolre 
me? 

jFKot. Oh, what avays the ^vsdbal tale of.guih^ 
While the foul heart de£^tiiBtH13n ihe sin:? 

£ML Do you lefaae ? 

FHar* Whey saik you Absciu&m, 
When no contrition moves yim. tb xefienrka&ce ? 
I do but iUto k08ryoa-4gD jmr^wayB, 
Andy 'till with penitence, c(Hne wot to jdob* 
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GmJL Thoni dRMicf pnlBBt'I [Me draws hig dagger^ 
but disturbed^ retiwBBm 

JEnier JLmcau 

JtBk&L My cousin Graham with you, 
And with his dagger drawn I — What does he here ? 

Riar. He camein^hopes to gain the royal pardon^ 
And as a prelude, but without compunction, 
CenSesft'd die outrage on the Lomonffi side. 

AtM. Why did he threatcm y ou ? 

Friar. My holy duty 
Woidd not abiow mi^ to sadi wanton guilty 
To grant the absohitioii. Oh I my lord, 
If e'er high Heaven for its occult designs 
Permits the demon of malignity 
To be inoamated with human form. 
The hellish spirit lurks witfain that mam. 
But you are thoughtful — and I do forget 
He is your kinsman. 

AthoL But a man unbless' d 
And Jihmdd he fedl to gain the royal psordoiiy 
TSk&Kvetk knows what tveason may infect Ms vangeance! 

Friar^ Havd is thetaskdnt waits apon Kiog James* 
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c Athol. He is expected with the Court at Edinburgh* 
Friar. So I have heard* 
Athoh And thither I am going. 
Come with me — come. But we must make good speed* 

{Exeumt* 

SCENE III. 

A Hall in Holyroodrhouse. King Jambs, the Queen, 
Athol, Lady Athol, Stuart, &c. 

Grahaai enters aside^ and having given Athol aP^ 

tition^ retires. 
Queen, The chilling gloom of these old low'nog 
haUs 
Strikes to my heart a superstitious dread. 
As if the sullen Genius of the place 
Grudged to allow us entrance. 

King, Say not so. 
A gentle heart may dwell in a rough breast. 

Que^n. Ah me I how oft shall I, foreboding, rae 
r That fatal hour which, with the name of freedom, 
« Made you the bondsman of this rugged race! 
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King. That thou dost love me, Jane, my faithful 
heart, 
In every fold with thy fair image glowing, 
Believes as fondly and as fervently 
As ever worshipper had faith in shrine. 
But as my life, my honour would be loved, 
And thou shouldst see, with more dejected care. 
My mind relaxing in the regal trusts. 
Than my fond eyes light wandering from thyself. 

Queen. But you too sternly urge avenging justice. 
King. Kings have two natures and two characters. 
The one they share with all man's erring race, 
And in their passions, weaknesses, and sins. 
Move like their meanest vassal ; but the other 
Makes them like gods — abstracted and sublime. 
And as in act they favour right or wrong, 
They thence become as powers of heaven or hell. 

[Athol comes forward tvith the petition. 

Athol. My sovereign liege. 

^Presents the petition. 

King. What would our worthy uncle ? 

Athol. Your highness' pardon for a loyal kinsman. 

VOL. HI. N 
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King. It grieves me to refuse you any boon. 

{Returns the petition. 

AthoL My gracious liege — 

King, We cannot be entreated 
Till we have searched the troubles of the realm. 
And found from what corrapted source they flow. 

Queen {to Atliot). For whom did you entreat ? 

AthoL My cousin Graham* 

Queen (to King)* It was not, sir, for any conunon 
vassal, 
But for a kinsman, one of noble blood. 

King. Fm sorry for't, but if the nobly bom 
Will lend themselves to deeds that shame the basest. 
The degradation which impartial justice 
Brings with their punishment as common felons. 
Is but apportion'd to the rank they stain. 

AthoL But he is, sir, a bold and dangerous man. 

King, And therefore should be pardon'd. Is it so ? 
Then he is Scotland's King. No more of this. 
Eighteen long years, an exile from our throne, 
We have in England pass'd, unthought of here, 
Hearing how oime with you had grown* to custom : 
Then did we vow, if heaven should e'er restore 
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The ancient sceptre of our royid state. 
To use all faculty of head and hand 
In its suppression. As we swore, my lord, 
Here we in Edinburgh ratify the vow. 
Come let us in. My gentle Jane, thy hand. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. 
An Apartmmt' 

Stuart emd Athox«. 

Stuart. He treats us all, bis poor submifisive 
subjeeto, 
As if we ne'er bad felt the pride of man, < 

But were as tame to brook his rigid service 
As the bought eunuchs of an Eastern despot* 
Let those that fear him to his humour b^i^d ; 
He'll find no slave in me. 

AtlioL Hush, nephew, -hush— 
*Tis my wife's steps ; this theme is not for ,her. 
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Go, leave me now, we'll speak of it again. 

\_Exit Stuart. 

« 

Enter Lady Athol. 

Ijody A. Why keep you thus of late so much apart. 
Musing, as 'twere, of some indignity ? 

AikoL Indignity I 

Ijody A. Ay, my dear lord, what is't ? 
You were not wont to ask such strict enforcement 
Of the accustom'd homage of your train. 
Has aught in me offended, that you now 
Withhold your love and wonted confidence ? 

AthoL I am disturb'd by these unsettled brawls 
Throughout ill-fated Scotland. Our young king 
Moves as a lordly war-ship o'er the waves. 
Still reckless of all danger. Let him sail ; 
He knows not well the waters, nor what rocks 
Lurk prompt with destiny to mar his voyage. 

Ltxdy A. You much amaze me, Athol. 

AthoL Could you think. 
The first request that I have stoop'd to make 
He has refused ? 
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Lady A, That might be wisely done. 
What did you ask? 

Athol* But pardon for my cousin. 

Lady A, Did you then sue for Graham ? 

AthoL And was refused. 

Lody A. My dearest lord, who tempted you to that ? 
Sure some malignant planet ruled the hour 
When you were ravell'd with that bad man's fate. 

AthoL What unsubstantial terror shakes thee thus ? 
Look to thy household cares, and leave me mine. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE V. 

An Apartment in the CasUe of Falkland. 

Duchess of Albany. Her sons. Lord James and 
Alexander Stuart — the latter a mute. 

Dticliess. Let me not hear again these ribald 
threats : 
The king is just ; and though his weeding hand 
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May pluck with tares some wholesome wh^at away, 
Yet his great purpose gains all good men's praise, 
And should by you, the princes of his blood, 
Be honoured and upfael. 

Lord James. Would you have us, 
Like common hinds, stoop to implore his mercy. 
And be as haughtily repulsed as Graham ? 

Duch. Yes, I would see you — ^for you need his 
pardon — 
Implore with penitence the gracious boon. 

L^rd James. You speak not, mother, as becomes 
your station. 

Duch, Thou heretic of nature I hence, and learn 
The honour to thy prince and parent due. 
Unfilial boys ! what but your father's power 
Has saved you from the vengeance of the law ? 
Do you forget he has that power no more ? 

Enter the Duke of Albany tfrith letters. 

AW. Now ye intemp'rate spirits, shall ye know 
The fearful difference of a monarch's rule, 
And an indulgent father's. 

Duch. What has happened ? 
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Alb. Last night their brother Waiter was arrested, 
Aad on the instant to the Bass eonvey'd. 

Ikick, These are not tidings, Murdo, to renew 
The bickerings of our hearth. O speed to court ; 
Go with your father there. 

Lard James. What ! shall we drop 
Like trembling larks into the adder's mouth ! 
Duch. (to Albany). Why did you e'er recall this 
ruthless king ? 
I see but in the justice of King James 
Thine and their fate. 
Alb. And yet you did rejoice. 
Duch. A joy of hope without assurance bred ; 
Ahready by their moody looks 'tis plain 
The rebel fiend is egging^ on revenge. 

[Exit DucHXss. 
Lord James. Away to court! — Cringe, and be 

spum'd again ! 
Alb. Wherefore this heat ? What moves your cho- 

ler, James ? 
Lord James (pointing to his brother),. He's but a 
spaniel in the lion's lair. [^Exit Lord James. 
[Cries of the Duchess and Women heard. 
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Alb, What mean these cries ? 

Re-enter Lord James, with Attendcmts, 
Lord James, To arms ! — my lord, to arms ! 

ft 

A herald claims our persons at the gate. 

Alb. Which of us ? 

Lord James, All — all pris'ners to the king^ — 
But I will not surrender. Ho ! without ! 
Make fast the gates, and stoutly man the wall. 

r 

Enter Herald attended. 
Her, In the king's name, ye are my pris'ners. 
. Lord James, Will no one pluck that bauble firom 

his grasp ? 
Traitors ! Do all refuse me ? 

ACb, (to Herald), Sir, lead on. 
The curse that weighs upon the blood of Stuart 
Hath fall'n heavily on me and mine« 



END OF FIRST ACT^ 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment. 

Athol and Friar. 

1 

AthoL Warrants are out for Murdo and his sons. 

Friar. Who moved the King to that high act of 
justice ? 

AthoL Think you he could forget his brother'il 
death, 
And his own long exile ? 

Friar, Forget he could not — 
But if with mercy justice might be served, 
I know his royal nature is so bland, 
That he would nobly pardon. 

AthoL Will he punish ? — 

Friar. Ay, to the death, if they deserve to die. 
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But who advised him to arrest Duke Murdo ? 
It is the ad; of a sublime avenger. 

Athol. I was then in the council. 

Friar, You, my lord ? 

Athol. But took no part, for Murdo is my kinsman, 
And, by the law, between me and the crown. 

Friar. But he is also kinsman to the King ; 
So, Murdo standing nearer to the throne. 
You could not seemly urge his overthrow ? 

AthoL It might have bred suspicions of my zeal. 

Friar. It might, but not had you implored his par- 
don. 

Athol. How I Do you question my integrity ? 

Friar. I am^ my lord, an old sequestered man, 
Whom lonely meditation long hath taught. 
That those who square themselves by men's <^inion, 
Lack in their homage to a greater master. 
Age. is suspicious — and it is my calling 
To teach, that ever in the human heart 
A latent enemy to virtue lurks. 
Those whom the prudence of the world applauds, 
Are, to the filmless ken of Heaven, as foul 
As sins of livid shame. What you have done 
Becomes not me to question — ^but, my lord, 
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What the King undertakes, he will peiform. 
Let those beware, who, with the plea of justice, 
Attempt to move him for their own intents. 

[Bait 



Athol, sohu, 
AthoL He has look'd in upon my very heart. 
And seen what I would £un hide from myself; 
But if Duke Murdo justly merit death, 
Can I be blamed that he receives his doom ? 
And if by that my fortunes are advanced, 
I thrive by fate, guiltless of any wrong. 
Let the avenger still triumphant ride ; 
Fate is the sponsor of what may betide. [^Exit. 



SCENE IL 



A HtaU of State. 



King James, Bishop Wardlaw, &c. 
King. Not king till crown'd 1 
Ward. Such is the ancient law ; 
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Nor till th' investiture be all complete 

With robe and diadem, may King of Scotland 

Demand the homage of his feudal chiefs. 

But for the chance of a minority, 

Or such mishap as held your Highness long 

A stranger to our customs, 'tis ordain'd 

That the next kinsman exercise the rule. 

King. How I say you so ? Now do we plainly see 
The treacherous cause of our deplored exile. 
Duke Murdo held the regency by right. 
And not by deputation. 

Ward. Good, my lord ; 
But touch not age with an irreverent hand. 

King. And yet our laws but speak our fathers* sense 
Of what their wants required, and shall not we 
Accord the expedient to the need we feel ? 
But, since old usage so requires, we*ll on 
To sacred Scoone, and there complete the rites. 

Ward. But Murdo and his sons are justly sentenced. 
They merit death ; yet teach not the bad world 
The dreadful lesson of their execution. 

King. What would you have me do ? I dare not 
pardon. 
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Ward. But in the customs of the storied East, 
Where light and truth flow purest from their springs, 
I have been told that when ill-fated princes 
Are there (like Murdo and his sons) condemned, 
A solemn sound rolls through the midnight air, 
And all asleep, by that dread signal roused, 
Start from their beds, and at their windows listen 
To the deep plunge of something in the wave. 
King, Be ever far from us and ours the arts 
That darken justice to the hue of crime. 
( To an attendant.) Send forth the warrants without 
more delay. [^Exeunt the Court. 



SCENE III. 



A Room. 

Athol and Stuart. 
Athol. 'Midst sweating rogues and crowds of 
capless beldames, 
Must poor old Murdo and his gallant sons 
Like common felons stoop their royal heads ! 
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Justice and vengeance, nephew, now are words 
That bear in Scotland only one import. 
Yes; now to all -the princes of the stem 
Of our great ancestor, the second Robert, 
Justice is but the name that vengeance takes. 
And law the fashion of the tyranny. 
O, to have breathed against the dignities 
And old free rights of our undaunted sires 
But half the moiety of what this king 
Has dared attempt by sleights of legal sway, 
Had, as a whirlwind ranging sea and land, - 
JFiird all the width of Scotland and llie lales 
With upr^oar and rebellion ! 

Stuart. How, my lord, 
Can you who feel these things so sharply pain, 
So tamely suffer them to hold their course ? 

AthoL Nature will stir against them, but, alas ! 
I have no son to help me in the task. 

Stuart. What any son could do, I may attempt. 

AthoL Thanks, dearest nephew — are we iiot both 
rash? 
For you are heir to me and all my rights ; 
But come at sunset to my private chamber, 
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There we in safety- may discourse of this. 

No more at present ; when the sun is set 

I will expect you, fml not then to come. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. 

A Savage Moor, 

Graham, solus. 
Grah. To be an outlaw, and live ever thus ! 
A hunted deer, that hears in every gale 
Which stirs the brambles of his wild retreat. 
The rustling search ^of the pursuing hounds ! 
I can endure no more : the time has been 
When, like the magic of a wizard's spell. 
My bugle horn has changed the mountain fern 
To crested warriors — ^now the mocking echo 
Alone replies to my impassioned call. * 
Better it were to 'bide the priest's exhorting 
At the black altar which the hangman serves. 
Than live the alms-guest of a raving beldame. 
She comes to chide. 



160 ATHOL. A TRAGEDY. Ad 11 

Enter Mirkeltne. 

Mirk, What wouldst thou here, unhappy ? 
Back to thy den, and in its darkness hide thee, 
For the fell beagles of King James's chase 
Now skir the country, and not one of all 
The mountain wolves shall 'scape the fierce pursuit. 

Grah. What new oppression drives our ancient 
clans? 

Mirk. At sunrise, when I took my wonted seat 
On the high ledge of yon hoar precipice. 
To gaze upon the lands that should be mine. 
Like the first waters of a rushing torrent, 
Murm'ring and sparkling as they spread, I saw 
A gorgeous multitude of horse and foot 
Come glittering from the wood, and as they nearM, 
High waving bright o'er many a vassal banner, 
The Scottish lion, in his golden field, 
Seem'd, as it frequent &ced the rising sun. 
Another sun, but bloodily eclipsed. 

Grak, Well hast thou said, and ominous of ill. 
Saw'st thou, or heard, on which way passed they on? 

Mirk, Straight towards Perth. 
Grah. For Scoone. I will go there. 
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And at the coronation take my place ; 
He can but rid me of a lingering pain — 
AH else of life I have already lost. 

lExit Graham. 
Mirk. What, but some sympathy with his curs'd 

nature, 
That craves to lap in murder's bloody trough. 
Hath made me shelter, not betray the traitor ? 
Yet, not like me has he had cause to pray 
Wreck and perdition to the prosp'rous throng. 
I was a fondled child — an honoured heiress — 
A maiden loved — my bridal mom advancing. 
When hideous foemen burst my father's gates, 
Slew all but one — they left me with the dead, 
A rifled wretch, whose prayers have since been 

curses I 

[_Exit MiRKELYNE. 
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SCENE V. 

A Wood. 

Stuart, solus. 
Stuart. He bade me come at sunset to his chamber, 
And when I went, faithful to the appointment, 
He scarcely spoke to me, but paced the room, 
With folded arms, and visag^e dark with care. 
All in the instant, as I wond'ring sat, 
He brighten'd up like one at once insjMi^, 
And bade me meet- him here. Ha t who goes there? 

Enter Athol. 
AthoL Thy hand — thy hand, my son^-^on of my 
love ! 
Fate is with us. I have discoursed with one 
That can unclasp the book of destiny, 
And read the eternal shall-be's writ therein. 
Stuart, With whom have you discoursed ? 
AthoL Beneath yon cliff. 
In a deep cavern solitary dwells 



r . 
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m 

A gifted prophetess — mysterioua sibyl ! 
All day she dens herself within the cave, . 
And with the evening-star she trims her lamp, 
Making the night her day ; thence 'till the morn 
She reads the suflfrings of the saints and martyrs, 
To soothe her spirit, for it would repine, 

Stuart. Tremendous being I but what has she told ? 

AthoL To me a glorious and a great prediction. 
And by the death of Murdo and his sons, 
I have already stept to the fulfilment. 
But of their execution ? 

Stuart, All went well. 
The crowd was countless ; but so. overawed 
To see that princes might be brought so low, 
That they beheld the axe successive fall, 
As if they witnessM, in that fearful work, 
Portents and prodigies done in the sky. 

AthoL Heard you aught of the duchess ? 

Stuart, From the castle 
She has not stirr'd since they were doom'd to die. 

AthoL She is a woman of a royal spirit. 
And doubtless meditates spine stern revenge. 
And let her, nephew — she but works for us. 



164 ATHOL, A TRAQEDY, Act II 

All things make free the way for fate and time, 
To crest pur temples with the kingly crown. 

\_ExeunL 

SCENE VI, 

A Chamber in the Castle ofFcUkland. Lights, ^c. 

Duchess, alone, 
Duch. The spiteful breathings of the sullen east 
Come not so baleful to the buds of spring. 
As every rumour to my drooping hopes. 

Enter Maud. 
Maud. A royal messenger stands at the gate, 
And claims admission to your grace's presence. 
Duch, Let him have entrance, bring he weal or 
woe. [Exit Maud. 

I'd rather know the malice of my fortune 
To all its utmost ill, than linger thus. 

Re-enter Maud, and the Herald, attended. 
Dv^h, Where is the rev'rence, sir, that is my due? 
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Though to my house the king denies his &your, 
Grace in your duty should the more appear ; 
As when the goodly sun withdraws his light, 
Each petty star, that by his radiance shines, 
Beams with increase of lustre. What wouldst thou ? 
Herald. A letter. 
Ditch. Give it me, 

\_She takes it and reads — then adds^ 
They all have suffer'd I 

My sons — my three brave boys — and their old father. 
Maud. Alas ! alas ! 
Duch. Stop thy lament, weak maid. 
If they deserv'd to die, 'twas just they should. 
( To the Herald.) Have you, sir, any other business 
here? 
Herald. No, madam — ^none. 
Duch. Conduct him from the castle. 

[Exeunt Herald and Attendants ; Maud re- 
mains with the Duchess. 
Duch. Maud, is he gone? make doubly fast the 
door; 
Shut out the espionage of eye and ear. 
Let us sit down — sit down and weep with me, 

2 
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And tell me stories of the times that were, 

When wives might freely mourn their husbands dead ; 

When the distraction of a mother's sorrow 

For all her children on one scaffold slain, 

Was not accounted treason. Stem avenger ! 

The bloody Herod in his jealousy 

But infants slew : thy justice thirsts for men. 

When Heaven in anger pour'd its fiercest vials 

On guilty Egypt, only the first-bom 

Fell in that night ; and the sad mother's sorrow 

Was mitigated by the father sharing. 

But in one hour ndne, children, husband, all — 

All swept away. I could have given one 

To spare the others ; but to take them all. 

With one dread flash to strike down every tree — 

The thunderbolt falls not so merciless I 

Their father, too — why went I not with him ? 

No chidings for our manly boys would then, 

No, no, old Murdo, have escap'd from me. 

END OF ACT SECOND. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

A Gallery in the Palace, 

Sir William Crichton and Dunbar. 

Dunb. When heard you of Lord Athol ? 

Crick, Not of late ; 
Not since the death of his much honour d ladjr. 

Dunb. 'Tis said he gathers a great store of gold, 
To serve a journey to the Holy Land. 

Crick. And so, to earn by saving, stays from court. 
Heaven speed him well, but my misgiving fancy 
Lacks to that man the kindness of good thoughts. 
Have you heard aught beside the vulgar tale ? 
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Dunb. No — ^nothing — nothing. 

Crich. Not even of the man 
Who came from Uremburg, an alchemist ; 
That dwelt in Lithgoe, near the Western Port, 
A lean and sallow wretch, whose sleeky head 
Was cover'd with a Barbaresco cap, 
Changed from the crimson to a greasy black, 
By the mephitics of his crucible ? 
His shattered casement was fill'd up with rags. 
Save a few panes patch'd with rude scraps of vellum, 
Traced with some hieroglypliic diagram. 
On the same night the Lady Athol died, 
That meagre beggar hied him thence to Leith, 
And the next morning paid a baron's ransom 
For a vile bark wherein he sail'd for Helviot. 

Dwnb. But what had Athol with his sudden flight ? 

Crick. It has been said — ^but lo ! the Court appears. 
It is the vesper bell — they move to chapel. 

[ The bell rings — Procession enters^ King and 
Friars, Sfc. Sir William Crichton and 
Dunbar stand apart. 

Friar (to King), But yet, though safety now reigns 
in the land. 
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Witliin the roofless church and ravaged abbey. 

The owl doth worship desolation still. 

All temporal weal is cherish'd and thrives well, 

But things of sacred and eternal use 

Are drooping to decay* How many seats 

Of pious rest rear'd by the sainted David, 

Your royal ancestor, lie waste' and ruin'd 1 

King^ He was a sunt indeed, dear to his country- 
There is not one of all the church, good &ther, 
With mitre or with cowl, who more reveres 
The blessful tidings out religion tells. 
Than does the sinner who now stands before you ; 
But piercing heaven with golden pinnacles. 
In my poor judgment, is not the best way 
To'gain admission there. 

[Bc'enier Dunbar liaslily. 
King. What now, Dunbar ? 
/ Dufib* The proud Northumberland from Alnwick 

towers 
Has pass'd the marches ; and the Cheviot deer 
Bounds not so nimbly from his eager hounds, 
As Douglas' men have spurr'd to change the chase* 
K Let then this Cheviot hunt be but between 
VOL. ni# V 
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The Douglas and the Percy. Mark me well — 
For well I know how your prompt Seottish vslDiir 
Would, from the feud of these oontenttous borons,. 
Delight to fire the stifled torch of war. 
I know the English — eighteen years among them 
Has taught me what they are — a noble raoe» 
Somewhat too heady, but most fsdr in quarrel ; 
Their fiiulta and virtues fathered in tl^ir pnde. 
It is thft nature of the Englidi clime 
To nurse a bold and proud temperament: 
The dog is there a creature fierce aiid jealous ; 
The horse partakes the insolence of th^ groom ; 
And man, congenial with the native oak, 
Js firm, unbending, muscular and st^srn. 

( To the Friar.) Yours is the task to make reHgioti 
flourish. 
The humbler ours to guard our native land. 

\JSicettntm 
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SCENE 11. 
Outside qfarmnauB Mansion^ 

D0CHESS of AxBAKT and Maud, 

JDuch. It is bdieved tbat I hare gone to Francxv 
And letters soon will come that I am dead. 

Maud. The safe sednsion of some sainted home 
Had better suited with yonr former greatness. 

Ducb, What house is holier than this spadons 
tem^e^ 
Within whose measureless concave the sun, 
A lamp of unLrecsid glory, sliihes ? 

Mcmd. But miprotected ; should the savage dans 
Attempt our fenceless doors, we hare no guard. 

Ditch. They dare not ii^ure nw. Dost thou fezget 
The pledge the King took for his subject's safety ? 
Shall I that gave it, husbiiiid«-^-duldren — all— . 
It cannot be that I have aught to dread. 

Maud. Hat lookl what men are these? They 
come this way : 
They wear the tartan of the Earl of Athol. 
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Duck* The fraudfiil enemy of me and mine. 
I knew him well : oft has his weeping wife 
Told me some mystery lurk'd within his blood. — 
In the same convent we were bred together. 
And, like two captive linnets .in one cage, 
Sung o'er our flowery tasks the hours away. 
Our confidence outlived that happy time.. 
Oft — 6ft she told me, shedding pious tears. 
With what dread rites and sorceries unblest^ 
Ti^ards, and horoscopes, and divinations, . 
He questioned destiny to know his fortune — 
Tremendous Heaven I It is the Earl himself I 
He cannot know me in this abject gatb. 

I 

Enter Athol, attended^ 

Zhtch. What would ye, 'strangers? 

Athol. Shdter for the night» 

Duch. Your name, sir ? 

Athol. AthoL. 

Duch. What, the Earll 

AthoL The same. .1 

I have been hunting on the Campsie hiDs, / . 
And lost my way. : •. :: •> 






i 
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Duck, (aside). Now he is in my power. 
When Judith slew the tyrant Holofemes, 
Who did but threaten to cut off her Jtindred, 
Applauding Israelgloried in the deed. 
And Heaven look'd pleased upon her sacred crime. 
> Atkol (aside). My rank hath overawed her, and 
she seems 

4 

Abash'd and shaken. (AloudJ) You will not deny 
The wonted rites of hospitality ? 

Diich, My lord — ^my lord — come not within my 
house, 
For I have made a dread and solemn vow. - 
Here moody vengeance hath an altar raised . 
That I do nightly serve with naked knife; . 
There's a fiend, too, that goes the rounds with me, 
Might urge the dagger to your royal breast. 

AthoL She is beside herself. Alas I poor soul I 
What wrongs have wrought thee into such despair? 

Duch. What ! know ye not the tale of my distress ? 
Give me your hand, and look well in my face* 
My lord 

AthoL I do attend thee. 
» Duch, Mark, my lord. 
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My husband bad a biaCher--4iot a broliher — 

A man he seem'd, but, ok! too sear of kin ; 

And I had then a flock of blocnnfaig boys. 

The vernal daisies on die mountain «ward 

Were not so lovely as liieir glad young eyes. 

Now, heed me well, my lord — my good Lord AthoL 

AthoL Why dost thou lay 'thy hand so on my heart ? 

• ^^ • 

Duck. For I would waken it to feel my sorrow. 

That dreadful kinsman would possess our lands. 

My children stood between him and his greatiiess. 

Turn not away — but look me in the face. 

AthoL Why dost thou teU this maniac tab to me ? 

Duck, I do, my lord, foiget myself and you. 
You are a prince, bred in that lofty sphere 
Where such offences never can have plaoe^ 
And I would win you to avenge my woe. 
Our cruel kinsman labour'd night and day. 
Till he had found a poison more occult 
Than ever shrewd Italian's malice mix'd. 

Athol (aside). She has dropt molten fire into my 
soul. 
O, Ruthven — Ruthven — J'll not stay to-night 1 

[Exeunt AtuqJs and AUauUmts» 
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Duch. (to Maud.) Thank Heaven, he has de- 
parted, and my spirit 
Is from the presence of the demon freed I 

! I have such peisiiauon of his guilt 

As hath the eye of sights, the ear of sounds, 
Tet cannot tell why they are so impressed. 

1 dreamt last night that on a throne of state 
I saw Lord Athol wear the regal crown ; 
But as I gazed, repmng at his greatness, 

The pfaan^oan witber'd, and some dreadful thing. 
That scarcely bore the stamp of mortal man. 
Did clodie his i^uld^rs with a fimeral pall^>*- 
Ason, methought, where all that pomp had been, 
I saw but ashes, which the winds dispersed, 
Tl^lule four bright seraphs, ^tting on a cloud, 
Look'd down and smiled. O I in their smiles I saw 
My noble husband in his youthful prime. 
And my three boys, as they play'd at my knee. 

Maud» Why doubt you thus of good Lord Athol's 
virtue? 

Dtich. Art thou his advocate — ^his fee'd defender ? 
Nay, do not weep. I know thou art too fsuithful. 
Foigive me, Heaven, if I do wrong the man. [Exeuni* 



176 ATHOL. ATBAGSmr. Ad III. 



SCENE III. 
Athol and Graham. 

Grah. The worst that can ensue, if w6 nhould bSij 
Is but to die-.-^to pay the debt of nature. 
All that the venf^eance of the law can do 
Is to the copk and carver's art akin. 

AthoL I could that you could think of other means ; 
We might uncrown him, and yet spare his life. 
My heart recoils from the dread task of blood. 

QraK The spade — the spade, is the best warden. 
now. 

AthoU The man himself has never injured me. 
^ Grah. What ! Is he.not the same that scorn'd your 

suit? 
Who drove me homeless like a beast of prey. 
Gave me the stars for candles^-the cold moon 
For the bright hearth of my own castle's hall ? 
When for a blanket I had but the snow, 
And for my minstrel but the ominous owl ; 
When but the wet blasts were my visitors, . - 
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And roaring waters hoarsely urged retrenge^ 
I swore the oath that still I swear to keep. 
Athol. Ha I see — ^we are observed — away — away t 

Enter Dunbar and Guards. 
> Dunb. It is the ruffian Graham-^airest him I 
Grah. Hold! I am the Graham, and who shall 
dare to touch me ! 
Unhand me, soldiers I — Shame to you, Lord Athol I 
But, men, I will submit myself to you, 
H so the Earl commands. My Lord Dunbar^ 
I humbly crave, that, to the King himself. 
You will present this penitent petition, 

[ Gives a petition Jrom his basamm 
Since my stem cousin here has so refused. 
Dunb. As a petitioner he may go free. 

[ To Lord Athol. 
This was not kind, my lord. You know the King 
Would grant his pardon now at your request. 
Athol. Give that then to me. Now, make haste 

away. 
Grah. (to Athol.) Thanks, my good lord. — 
Which is the devil here ? ' {^Exeunt. 



138 ATBOL. A TR AGJBOT^^ Mt IIH 



SCENE IV. 

A Gallery. 

Quern {puJms tn, easclaiminff) — Help! belpl*-^ 

IleKiiigl the King! 
Oich. Heavens ! what hath chanced ? 
QKfiesi* Will no one send his Highness tome here? 

JEnter Ae King and Attendants* The Queen rmkes 

into his arms. 
King. Why do you clasp me with such eager lore ? 
. Qptfim. A dreadfiil voice has sounded in my ear, 
And I do almoat doabt I hold you safe. 
Crich. What hath alarm'd yain: Highnefls ? 
Q^een. As I knelt 
Witfaiii my oratory, tranced in prayer, 
A shrill wild beldame at the window shriek'd, 
*^ A kni& is whetting for the heart of James ; 
Rise — ^rise — and warn thy husband to beware I" 
Kimg. Fie on these tears, sweet love I 'tis nothing 
new 
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That I am standing on the verge of life» 

AhiglMhown glittering mark to every shaft 

That war, or malice, or disease, impels. 

Death is the last of all the tasks of man ; 

And as all others must be first performed. 

They'll do it beat who 4o the othevs welL \_Exeunim 



SCENE V. 

A Clmster. 

Enter Athol. 
Athol, What shall be done? I may myself succeed 
By poison or by poniard— but horn me 
His death would set the paling land aghast. 
By me it must not be. I must stand clear. 
And punish the aftsaasip if need be. 
Ha I am I sank to that abhorr'd abyss ? 
For hell doth palter with me to £)rego 
The very honour of iniquity, 
Which binds the guilty &ster than thdr vows. 
JBbI some one comes. I must not be seen here* 



180 ATHOL. ATRA6SDT.. JeiUL 

Enier Graham emd Stuart. 
StuarU Hie guests mil this way quit the banquet- 
room, . 
And we shall be discovcr'd. 

Grah. Hark the din 
Of that luxurious mirth we come to mar I 
Stuart, Hush — some one approaches. 
Grah. Hush — ^hush — ^hushl 
Stuart* Yon folding doors lead to the oriel, 
There let us widt. 

Grah. And strike him at his prayers ? 
Stuart. Away I away I they come. The moon 
gives light. [^Exeunt. 

Folding doors open — the King and Queen^ attended^ 

enter fiom them. 
Queen, All night a superstitious heaviness 
Has hung upon me— and my boding fancy 
Was smit with sadness by the minstrel's song. 
King, Strange ! for I thought it was a gentle I 
voice ^ 

Bidding me come into some happy land 
Where life is Kght, and all that's labour's love* 
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But I grow drowsy — dn my weary eJ^eHds, 
Methinks the dead-weight of a leadea hand 
Weighs with unwonted pressure* All> good night i 
^ [ ITiey all retire but the King and Queen. 

King. Ye heavenly guardians, in your vigils watch 
My native land, my kindred, and my friends. 
Queen. You pray not for yourself. 
King. No — ^that I leave 
To those that love me — to you and my people* . 
Queen. But once again, now that we are alone, 
I would entreat you to look well to Athol. 
I have remark'd his alter'd looks of late ; 
His face seems withered to a ghastly pallor. 
I know not why I shrink when he is near. 
As if I had some strange foretaste of harm. 
King. Thou art grown &nciful— thy dreams be^ 
come 
Enrich'd with prophecy. But to our chamber : 
Perchance the oracle, shrined in thy sleep. 
May speak its bodemdnfs less equivocal. . ' j 

IThe^King and Queen pass off at the one 
9ide — Stuaut and GAabah Jottow them-^ 
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A noise qfa Mcvffleu heard — ^Athoz. cemeo 
rumunffin, anderief, 
di I treason ! treason I bunt llie gtdlty 4b&w* 

[ n^e alarmrbdl rrngs^-^-^ianumr on all 9ides^ — 
Guards niM mi — ^ doors are fined — 
Graham and Stvart are seized m>er Me 
dead body of the King — ^ rest of the 
Dramatis Personm come forward. 
Stuart {to Athot). Wby are yoa here ? He's^ea^, 

and yoa are king* 
Crichtom^ Make fast the doors — ^let no one quk 

the i^om. 
Friar, What fiends are leaded with yon ? 
Graham, What fiends ? my wrongs* 
Friar (io Stuart). Oh ! who hath set yoa oaix>4o 

this deed ? 
Stuart. Ask at Lord Athol — I will speak no more« 
Graham (to Athol). The weak is don^ and y<m 

shall share the gains* 
Crichton. Ah I yon, Lord Atfaelt 
Dmbar. Now is the tmtor kaown.^ 
ThekingoftndtOTftI 
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Cfichton. And it shall be so. 
Upon his head the hangman's hand shall place 
An iron crown, red sparkling from the forge. 

AihoL My hope and punishment are in the doom. 

Crichton. Ill-fated James, though thy tremendous^ 
justice 
Too much akin to heaven's own awful sway. 
Thou wast, alas ! to our dark anarch state. 
Like the first light that on the formless world 
Came forth in perfect brightness — and to all 
Gave order, energy, delight, and beauty. 



END OF ATHOL. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
Princt?8 Street. 

Sam and Jem. Sam with a letter m hia hand.. 

Sam. And how long do you intend to remain in 
Edinburgh? 

Jem. Master says as how he will go to-moirow, 
being, as you sees, so fagged, you can't think, with 
them there 'ills. I never see'd such big 'ills in alt 
Uiy life. 

Sam. Oh, you sha'n't have time to se^. the curiosi^ 
tTies, and wil| have hothmg to tell the maids for a little 
fan ! 
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Jem. ShaVt I tell 'em of them 'ills, and that castle 
in the clouds, 'and them 'ouses like water under the 
bridge ? But I say, Sam, couldn't you just now show 
me the lions for half an hour or so ? 

Sam, I might; but this devfl of a letter, wMch I 
must deliver, and take the answer to master at the 
Parliament House. 

Jem^ Why, odds heart I haye they got that there 
thing a Parliament here too ? 

Sam. Ay; but it's not the same, for here the 
Parliament is all under the law, and the London 
Parliament is all above it. But I. will give the letter 
to a caddy, and go with you for a little while. Hark 
ye I 

Enter a Caddy. 

Caddy • Weel, wha^s your wuU? 

Sam^ Take this letter, and boring the answer to me 
in the Parliament Close. 

Caddy. Vera weel, sir ; but bide a wee. {GcSny.) 
IVhaVtfcr? 

Sam. Qm't your^ ? I thought every Scolehmall 
could do that. 
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"GaUf. Aad vate tDo* But the letter's no 
directed. . 

Sm. Thedevii! IVliat's that ? 

Cadtfy. «' Miss Campbell, Geoa^'s Street.** 

Sam. And whoisslie? 

Jem. Why, sure. Miss Campbell, George's Street* 

Qiddi/* Nae doubt you're a clever lad, but ivhatna 
Idiss Campbell do ye mean ? I ken twa<and-thirty 
in George's Street, besides widows. Noo, for whilk is 
this? what's her teetle? 

Sam. Curse these Scotch titles ! I don't know. 

Caddy. Wha does it come fieae ? 'cause I can speer 
at the servants anent their leddy's acquaintance. 

Jem. Why tins chap doesn't want nob, 

Caddp. Be ceevil, sir* 

Sam. Tlie letter is £rom Captain Maedonald* 

Caddy • Gude guide us I whatna Macdonald? 
Iltere are sixte^i in the toon for the advice of th^ 
Faculty about their wounds wxm in the wazs. 

Sam. Oh, never mind which ! Take the letter, and 
ask for an answer^ and when yoa get it, you are sure 
you're right. ^ 
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Caddy. Weel, 1*11 do my best, and yell mind ye 
promised me a whole sixpence for my trouble. , 

[Exeunt Sam and Jbm. 

Caddy. It would be feishions to deal with the Lon^ 
don flunkies, they are so ignorant ; but a body, maun 
put up with their snash, for they dinna stand about a 
bawbee. [Exit Caddy. 



SCENE II. 



A Room. 



Miss Campb£ll Dabkkisu, and Lady Killfogc^ie. 
Lady K. I don't think Monday too soon. Miss 
Peggy Shapins, the . mantuamaker, will have your 
things ready; and Leddy Boidiart, the Captain's 
mother, will be in town this week — ^so let the wed- 
ding day be Monday-week. 

Enter a Servani ioith a Letter. 
Serv. A letter — the rcessenger waits. , ; ; 
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Miss C. It is from Macdonald. 

Serv. Oh, then all's right. 

Lady K. What does he say ? 

Miss C, That, being obliged to meet the colonel 
of his regiment, he cannot call this forenoon — nothing 
more. 

Serv, Is there any answer ? 

Miss C. Yes — stop a minute. 

[Miss Campbell unites an answer ^ and gives 
it to the Servant — Exit Servant, 

Miss C. What can Macdonald have been about ? 
his writing appears so altered since yesterday — it 
doesn't look like the same hand. 

Lady K, Oh, he has been only up late last night. 
Some of his friends who were at Waterloo have 
come home, and they have been fighting their battles 
o'er again. 

Miss C, Well — I never saw such a change — ^how- 
ever, that " t " 's like. 

Lady K, Oh, it's a hurried note — put it up ; and 
since he is not to be here, we have time to make a 
few visits-^it's getting something done that must be 
done. [^Exeunt. 

VOL. III. R 
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SCENE IIL 
The Pcarliament Square of Edinburgh, 

Mr Subtle and Captain Macdonald Bendhu. 

Macd, For Heaven's sake, Sobtle, give over this 
absurd practice ; it may be true that an orator never 
can acquire proper confidence until he feels himself 
superior to those T^hom he addresses — ^but this notion 
of yours to consider every body as cabbages in your 
father's garden, makes you at once insufferable and 
ridiculous. 

Sub. {He begins to speak naturaUy^ btU at last de* 
claims.) But, my dear friend, I assure you that I 
am sensible every day of the advantage which I de- 
rive from the resolution I have adopted to practise on 
all strangers — to address them either by statement, 
argument, or interrogation — to adhere to that system 
which you condemn with more asperity than the case 
requires, and without that due consideration of those 
jnanifold facilities which may 
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Macd, Pshaw ! I am no cabbage. 

iSwft. I only intended to convince you of my pro- 
ficiency. 

Macd. I would rather take your word for the fact, 
than a speech of three hours' standing. 

Sub. Think of it as you may, eminence in the 
profession of the law is not to be obtained without 
perseverance ; my efforts may be still a little crude, 
yet when practice shall have taught me ease, the 
effect will be so different, that admiration may be 
produced, where at present attention is with difficulty 
obtained. Nothing is more ridiculous than a youth 
learning to dance; but when he has acquired the 
mastery of the movements, his steps are graceful, his 
motions gay, his whole gestures elastic, and 

Macd. Pshaw I But he doesn't practise his lessons 
in the street, nor pester every body he happens to 
meet with, by asking them to dance with him. Be- 
lieve me. Subtle, a man is never so absurd as when he 
attempts to regulate his manners by a theory at 
variance with his natural disposition. 

Sub. Do you mean to say that I am not qualified 
to excel at the Bar? 
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Macd. No — I do not ; but I think your cabbage 
theory right down insanity. Reflect with what silent 
astonishment you filled the whole party last night, by 
declaiming on the association of ideas connected with 
the extinguishment of a candle. 

Sub. But you confessed yourself, that at the con- 
clusion of my oration, you thought I reached a strain 
of impressive pathos. 

Macd. Yes — but on such a topic — ^pathos on the 
snuff of a candle I 

Sub, That is not the point ; what I intended was 
produced — ^what I proposed was accomplished. 

Macd. I bar that action — there is no occasion for 
such a vehement elevation of the hand — but yonder 
is Sam with an answer to my note. 

[Enter Sam, who gives a letter to Captain 

'M.ACBoi!iALn,a$id retiresasidemth Subtle, 

who appears to question him. 

Macd. This is most singular — ^the most singular 

thing I ever knew. Subtle, I say — ha I is Sam one 

of your cabbages ? 

Sub^ {coming forward). Not exactiy ; he is an idle. 
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worthless rascal, bat he speaks with a very good 
English accent, and I have taken him to improve my 
pronunciation. 

Macd, So, for this reason, you never see him with- 
out holding more conversation than enough with him ? 
But here is something very odd ; Miss Campbell, with 
whom I danced last night at the Assembly, and never 
saw before, has already made an appointment with 
me. My note was an apology for not calling, and 
she invites me to accompany her with her aunt to 
drink tea at Professor Blether's. 

Sub. It sometimes does happen in human affairs 
that accidents so extraordinary occur, that the inven- 
tions of the most extravagant fictions appear scarcely 
more incredible than the fi^ct ; and this may be of that 
description. I would therefore advise you, sir, to 

Macd» Go to the devil with your nonsense ! 

^Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 



A Room, 



General and Saunders. 
Gen, When I resided in the wilds of America- 



Saund. General, I have served you twenty years 
with fidelity, and I have been with you in the wilds 
of America^ — ^might I speak ? 

Gen. To be sure, Saunders — ^what would you say ? 

Saund. I would say something. 

Gen. No doubt you did not interrupt me for the 
purpose of saying nothing, although that is very 
much the case with those who always interrupt good 
speakers. 

Satmd. I was going to advise you, General. 

Gen, Indeed! proceed. 

Saund. Then, General, we are now in Edinburgh. 

Gen. Well! 

Saund. And the people here are not like those in 
the wilds of America. 
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Gen. That's very true. 

Saund. Sir, they laugh here at many things that 
made us cry yonder. 

Gen. I know it — I know it — otherwise my ser- 
vices would not have been so long unrewarded. 

Saund. Now, sir, dou*t you think it would be as 
well if you wouldn't tell those untrue^like stories with 
which you used to amuse the young officers in the 
wilds of America? They may do for ourselves in aft 
evening. General, but they won't take with the beau 
monde of Edinburgh. * 

Gen. Beau mondet Where did you learn that 
French word, you rascal ? Do you expect now to be 
my evening party as you were in the bush ? But why 
do you object to my stories ? Weren't they always 
very funny ? 

Saund. Because, sir, when we were in London, I 
was shockingly strapoled about them. 

Gen. About my stories ? 

Saund. It is the plain truth, sir. 

Gen. And who the devil strapoled you ? 

Saund. All the servants that knew us. 

Gen» And why did you not knock them down ? 
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Sound. Because what they said was quite true. 

Gen. Aud what did they say ? 

Sound. That the savages had taught you to shoot 
the loDg bow. 

Gen* Hem ! I believe, indeed, Saunders, that habit 
does make me carry the joke a little too far. 

Sound. It does, indeed, sir. 

Gen. ' Well, then, when you hear me going a little 
beyond the mark, give a cough or a nod. 

Sound. You may depend I'll serve you faithfully ; 
but it would be better, General, if you would not tell 
any stories at all, for I am told that the folk in Edin- 
burgh are very critical. 

Gen. So I Ve heard. But see who knocks. 

\_Exit Saunders. 
The fellow is in the right, and I must lay some re- 
strfunt on myself. [E^t^ 
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SCENE V. 

A Boom. Miss Campbell Ardmor, and 

Mrs Campbell, 

Miss C. I am surprised that Captain Macdonald 
has not called. He promised to come, and 'tis now 
almost four o'clock, 

Mrs C. Has he made such an impression ? What 
like is he ? 

Miss C, Really an uncommonly sensible, well-in- 
formed gentleman. 

Mrs C. Would he make a good husband, think 
you? 

Miss C, I am Jfiot so far advanced in my opinion 
as to form any judgment of him in that respect. 

Enter John. 

John. Lady Kilfoggie, and Miss Campbell Dark- 
nish, 

Mrs C. Oh, show them in. 

Miss C. By the by, have you heard any thing of 
the young lady's marriage ? 
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Mrs C. Hush ! She is here. 

Enter Lady Kilfoggie, and Miss Campbell 

Darknish. 

Mrs C Be seated, ladies. 

Miss C. A. {to Miss C Z).) I have seen little of 
you of late ; but if report is to be trusted, you have 
very important reasons for keeping the house. 

Miss C. D. Indeed ! 

Miss C. A, Ay — and I see by your looks that you 
understand me. Well, I wish you every happiness. 
Captain Macdonald is, I am sure, an agreeable per- 
son ; I have seldom seen any man of whom I know 
so little, that I think so much. 

Miss C. Z). I didn't know you were acquainted at 
all. 

Miss C. A. Only since last night. I danced with 
him at the Assembly. 

Miss C Z). Was he at the Assembly ? 

Miss C. A, What, did you not know ? I expect 
him to call every minute. 

Miss C, D. Do you? I'm very much surprised. 
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Miss C. A. Goodness, Mary, what's the matter ? 
Walk this way to the window. 

[Lady Kilfoggie and Mrs Campbell c<mie 
forward. 

Mrs C It is a very satisfactory settlement, and 
from what my niece says, the Captain is a most sur 
perior man. 

Lady K. Does your niece know him ? 

Mr* C. O yes; she was introduced to him last 
night ; he promised to call on her this morning, and 
we have been expecting every minute to see him. I 
congratulate you on the connexion — ^his family is very 
good. 

Lady K. You astonish me I Captain Macdonald 
left us soon after tea last night; spoke of being 
engaged, and had no intention of going to the Assem- 
bly ; but this morning he sent an excuse for not call^ 
ing. 

Mrs C. I hope there is no harm in all this ? Surely 
he doesn't mean to draw back now ? 

Zsody K. You are very hasty in your conclusions, 
t&adam. 



! 
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Mrs C I mean no offence ; but I think the affair 
should be sifted. 

Lady K, Some people are not so indelicate in their 
notions as others. Mary, my dear, we must be going. 
Mrs Campbell, good morning ; and. Miss Campbell, 
your most obedient. 

Miss C. A. and Mrs C Adieu ! 

^Exeunt Lady Killfoggie and Miss Camp- 
bell Darknish. 

Mrs C Dear me I that poor Lady Kilfoggie is 
frightened out of her wits. 

Miss C. How I what has happen*d ? for Mary her- 
self didn't appear quite easy. 

Enter Subtle. 

Miss C. Mercy on us, Mr Subtle, why do you 
stSM^t in upon us that way ? 

Sub, I like to see unpremeditated effects. 

Miss C Do, pray, be reasonable, and not always 
studying. 

Mrs C. Tell us the news. 

Sub. Oh, nothing, nothing ; the tongues of the 
women are standing still till the Review comes out. 
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Mrs C. Well, then, I can tell you something — 
Mary Campbell Darknish was to be married to Cap- 
tain Macdonald. 

Sub. Don't believe it ; he is my particular friend, 
and I never heard a word of it. But, cousin, how 
came you to ask him to meet you in the street and 
accompany you to Professor Blether's ? — Wasn't that 
a little troppo ? 

Miss C. What do you mean ? 

Mrs C. Oh, never mind him — he's at his cabba- 

SiA. I never was more serious in my life. 
Mrs C. So you seem ; but come into the other 
room, and I will tell you all about it. 



END OF ACT FIRST. 



^ 
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ACT !!• 



SCENE I. 



A Street, 



Macdonald Boidiart, hesitating. 
Macd. B. This is very odd : She expected me this 
forenoon to decide on the day of our marriage, and 
both she and her aunt have either gone out to avoid 
me, or have ordered themselves to be denied. I can- 
not understand it, but here they come. What shall I 
say? 

Enter Lady Kilfoggie, and Miss Campbell 

Darknish. 
Macd, B, Lady Kilfoggie, how do you do ? 
Lady K. How do you do, Captain Macdonald ? 
Macd. B. This is fine walking weather — have you 
been tar ? 
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Lady K, Not far. Captain Macdonald, and the 
weather is very fine. 

Macd. B. What is the meaning of this ? How have 
I incurred your displeasure ? Why this alteration in 
you, Mary ? 

Miss C I must refer you to my aunt. But, sir, 
explanation is not necessary ; you cannot be surpri- 
sed that others should change their minds. 

McLcd. B. Others ! — ^that would imply I had. I 
entreat you, Lady Kilfoggie, to satisfy me. 

Lady K, Really, sir, you are very importunate. 
What satisfaction would you have ? 

Macd. B, Importunate ! — What can this language 
mean? 

Lady K* To rue in time is very prudent. Cir- 
cumstances may arise to justify greater changes ; but 
the honour of my family will not allow me to be 
more particular. Come, Mary. Good-morning, 
Captain Macdonald ! ( Going.) 

Macd. B. I am thunderstruck ! I beseech you to 
stay. — I have a right to an explanation of this mys- 
tery. What does the hqnour of your family call for 
to-day, that was not due to it last night ? 
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Lady K. Ay, Captain Macdonald, and what was 
due to it last night ? You know what I mean. 

Macd. B. I have heard, indeed, that your brother 
has returned with a vast fortune ; but I did not ima- 
gine such an occurrence was likely to have produced 
such a change. 

Lady K. Ay, ay, it was very right you should pay 
your respects to your commanding-officer ; but the 
General wasn*t at the Assembly last night. 

Mojcd, J3. I am bewildered, confounded I — ^but this 
is not the proper place to insist on an explanation of 
what I have certainly a right to expect. 

Lady K, Whenever Captain Macdonald requests, 
in a proper manner, an explanation of that change in 
our behaviour which he affects to feel so much, it will 
be frankly given — till then, the obligation which 
Lady Kilfoggie owes to herself and her niece, re- 
quires her to say it is not necessary that any thing 
further should take place in this thoroughfare.— 
Good-morning, Captain Macdonald ! 

{Exeunt Lady Kilfoggie and Miss Campbell. 

Macd, B. Angels and ministers of grace defend us ! 

2 
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Enter Caddy. 

Caddy. Would you be pleasured to tell me, sir, gin 
ony o' thae leddies lire in George's Street ? 

Macd. B. Sir ! What have you to do with the 
ladies? 

Caddy. Because, sir, if it's a Miss Campbell, I may 
tell her my erran', and so jouk a walk. 

Macd, B» And what is your errand ? 

Caddy. O, no great matter, but just to say the 
gentleman will wait upon her, 

Macd, B. How I — ^where ! — ^what gentleman ! 

Caddy. I'm no acquaint with him, for it was his 
lad that brought the message. Ye see, sir, the 
hempie had got a neebor from London that he wanted 
to show the Castle, and sicklike ferlies ; and so, to 
get time for himself, he hired me. 

Macd. B. Get about your business ! 

Caddy. The man's no true douce. Sir, it wasna 

the stranger's servant, but Mr od, I forget his 

name; but it was Mr Whoslacat's London flunky 
that sent me. 

Mxuid. B. Mr who ? 

VOL, III. s 
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Caddy* I dinna just mind his name ; but he stays 
in Mrs M^Thrift's lodgings, the English widow- 
woman that came down lately to set up in that line — 
it*s wonderfu' that I should forget his name. Oh I 
Mr Subtle I he stays with them because she speaks 
a proper style of lang^ge ; but, sir, ye'll excuse ine 
— od's sake, I maun rin. \_Exit Caddy. 

Macd. B. Mr Subtle's servant ! — an answer from 
his master that he would meet her I I have but one 
way left, and [^ExiL 



SCENE II. 

Dom'qf'LADY Kilvoggie's House,' 

Mr Subtle and the Servant. 
Sub. But you are sure she is at home ? 
Ser. Yes ; and I had no orders to deny her* 
Sub. {aside). This is a hard-mouth'd fellow — but a 
good subject to practise on. Fll browbeat him. 
Ser. Sirl 
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Svb, And your lady will not be offended if I go up 
stairs? 

Set. That, sir, 1 can't answer. 

Stib. But if she should happen to be offended ? 

Ser, I can't help it, sir — but if you're afraid, you 
may go away. 

Sub, I didn't ask your advice, Mr What's-ye'r- 
natne? 

Ser. John Street. 

Sub, Well, then, John Street, on your oath, tell 
me the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 

Ser. My oath I the truth t nothing but the truth ! 

■ Sub, Don't stand gaping as if your mouth were 

open to catch flies, but answer my question. On 

your oath, did you not say that your lady was at 

home ? 

Ser, I did, sir, but 

Sub. But what, John Street? — Come, come, let 
us have it all. 

Ser. Well then, sir, I don't think my lady ought 
to be at home to you. 

Sub. And, pray, why should she not be at home to 
me? 
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Ser. I can't say, but I think so. 

Sub. This is very extraordinary. 

Ser. It is, sir ; and I won't be bothered in this way 
any longer. I will not admit such a madman into 
the house — so be off I [ Slamming the door in hiafixce. 

Sub. What an excellent cabbage! — But I forgot 
^ss Campbell's commission. 

[J% approaches the door^ and Macdonald 
B£NDHU enters, 

Macd. Ben. What's the matter, Subtle ? You look 
confoundedly out of countenance. 

Sub. Why, a stupid fellow of a servant here, whose 
manner was such that I could not refrain from consi- 
dering him as in the witness-box. 

Macd. Ben. You have been cabbaging him, I sup- 
pose ? 

Std>. And the rascal lost his temper — ^in fact, slam- 
med the door in my face. 

Macd. Ben. I rejoice to hear it — I do indeed. No- 
thing but something inconceivably mortifying will 
convince you of your ridiculous system. But come, 
it is almost dinner time, and the General requested 
me to bring you with me. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 



A Room. 



Ladt Kilfoggie, Miss Campbell Darknish, cmd 

Servant. 

Lady K. You did perfectly right to shut the door 

in his face — John, you may retire {Exit Servant.) 

This is all of a piece with the rest of his behaviour. 
To send a mad puppy, is adding insult to injury. 

Miss C. Perhaps the person whom John has turned 
away did not come from him. 

Lcuiy K* I have no doubt on the subject — From 
whom else could he have come ? — For what, but to 
widen the breach by more provoking impertinence ? 

Miss C. He might have come to 

Laffy K. I hope, Mary Campbell, that you have 
more spirit than to allow yourself to be so treated by 
any man. I expect in this you will be guided entirely 
by me. 



214 AULD REEKIE ; OH, Act IL 

Mi98 C* But, my dear aunt, I do not see the 
matter in this light ; there was no harm in going* to 
the Assembly, nor in dancing with any lady he chose. 

Lady K, No I Young women now-a-days must, 
indeed, be anxious for husbands. In my time no 
such slights would have been endured — but hark ! 

Enter Mrs Campbell. 

Mrs C. My dear ma'am, I am so glad that I have 
found you. There has been a great mistake, and I 
could not rest till I had ascertained the truth, as it 
materially concerns my daughter. 

Lady K. Indeed t and pray what is it P 

ilfr« C. Did Miss Campbell receive a note this 
morning from Captain Macdonald ? 

Miss C. I did. 

Mrs C. And appoint to meet him in the street ? 

Miss C. I do not disguise that I did so ; the state 
of matters between us did not make it improper. 

Mrs C Oh not at all, but the note was intended 
for my daughter. 

. Lady K, For your daughter ? Mary, d'ye hear 
that? 
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Mrs C. But the matter being explained, I am sa- 
tisfied. 

Lady K. May I ask you, madam, how you came 
to know all this ? 

Jdrs C. My relation, Mr Subtle, heard it from 
Captain Macdonald himself. 

Lady K. Then the Captain seems to be in the 
practice of writing to her ? 

Mrs C It cannot be called a practice, for he saw 
her for the first time only last night, but I trust there 
is no harm done ? 

Lady K. Not to your family, but " light come, 
soon gone;" and Captain Macdonald's behaviour 
shows how little value should be set on the triumph. 
But here he is I 

lExit Miss Campbell. 

Enter Macdonald Boidiabt. 

Lady K. WeU, sir I 

Macd. B. I come to obtain some satisfaction for 
the unaccountable treatment which I have received. 
To what, madam, is it owing? 

Lady K* Ask that lady. 



216 AULD REEKIE ; OR, Act IL 

Macd. B. Well, madam, although I have not the 
pleasure of being acquainted with you, yet it seems 
the cause of the change in the behaviour of this lady 
and more particularly of the young lady who has so 
abruptly left the room, is known to you. I must beg 
you to be explicit. 

Mrs C I believe, sir, it is altogether owing to the 
attentions which you paid to my daughter at the 
Assembly last night. 

Macd. B. Hold, madam I I know nothing of your 
daughter, nor was I at the Assembly last night. 

Lady K. Well, after that 

Mrs C You surely do not mean to say so ? 

Macd, B. I do say so. 

Lady K. Oh, Mrs Campbell, you see what sort of 
a man he is. Sir, I hope few words will serve, and 
I need scarcely request that this may be your last 
visit, and terminated as soon as possible. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 



A Room. 

General^ soius. 
Gen. How I should like to quiz an Edinburgh 
Reviewer ! {Enter Saunders.) Oh ! I say ! Lay 
covers for three to-day, and, I say, Saunders, you 
leave the room as soon as the cloth is removed. 
Captain Macdonald and his friend have some par- 
ticular business to talk to me about, and we must be 
private. 

Saun: But if, when I am out of the room, and the 
wine is going round, you should happen to tell any 
of your stories ? 1 shouldn't be able to prevent you. 

Gen. Oh, don't trouble yourself, I shall be on my 
guard. I say, Saunders, don't be making errands 
into the room when we are set in for business, for 
you've a cursed deal of curiosity, and if you take it 
into your head that I am telling one of my stories, 
you will make fifty fetches to interrupt me. 

Saun. I am sorry, sir, you should have taken 
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such a bad opinion of me. I was your confidant in 
every thing. I knew all your affairs, and I am sure 
that IVe done nothing wittingly to lose your good 
opinion. 

Gen. The fellow's crazy ! you have not lost my 
good opinion, although you did offer me advice ; but 
you should recollect that Edinburgh is not the City 
of the Wilderness. Why, man, this is the Athens of 
the North! 

Saun, Ah ! General, you are going to begin. 

Gen. How ! What do you mean ? 

Satm. Were you not on the lip of one of your 
stories ? 

Gen. What the devil put that in your head ? 

Saun. You began, sir, by saying that Edinburgh 
was Athens. Now, with such a beginning, what 
would have been the end of the tale ? 

Gen. Come, come, Saunders ! Although I do give 
you leave to joke with me when alone, you must 
remember your distance before company. So, lay the 
cloth while I take a short turn. I say, Saunders, 
by the by, you'll mind what I have said, because 
it won't do to oblige me to bid you leave the room — 
that would look as if I sent you out of the way on 
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purpose to be at liberty to tell my stories. So mind 
that! [Exit General. 

Saun. Well, I'm sure if he cannot give over his 
stories, I wish we had never come home; for what 
with the shame he brought upon me among the ser- 
vants in London, and the constant alarm that I am 
kept in for fear of the tricks and stratagems of civi- 
lized life, my heart is almost broken. I'm sure it is 
much more comfortable to have a rattle-snake in a 
hoUow-tree at your door than an old watchman in 
a box at the comer of the street ; for the one always 
gives you notice before he attacks, but the other 
never springs his rattle till the mischief is done. 
God help me ! lExtt, 



SCENE V. 



A Room* 



Subtle. Enter Sam. 
Sam. A gentleman of the name of Macdonald 
wishes to see you. 
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Sub, Is it not the Captain ? 

Sam, Not the one that comes here sometimes. 

Sub, Yet he is a captain ? 

Sam* He said so. 

Sub, Oh, then you have only his word for it ? 

Sam, Sir, the gentleman is at the door. 

SiA, Confound it, I forget. Show him in. 

Enter Macdonald Boidiart. 

Sub, Captain Macdonald, pray be seated. 

Mcuxl, I beg pardon for intruding upon you, but 
a misunderstanding has arisen in a matter that dearly 
concerns the happiness of my life, and I believe you 
can give me some explanation. I depend on your 
honour as a gentleman. 

Sub, No apology is necessary. I am sorry to see 
you so distressed. I shall have infinite pleasure if I 
can remove in any degree the cause. {Aside.) He 
seems very intelligent — a capital cabbage ! 

Mojcd, I will be frank with you, sir. I was on the 
point of marriage with a young lady. 

Sub, And something has occurred to cloud the 
prospect of your happiness ? 
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Macd, Even so : and yet on my part I cannot 
divine a cause for the change. 

SiA. Her affections have then changed ? 

Macd. Her manner certainly has. 

Sidf. {aMde), This is as good .as a real crim. con. 

Macd. My knowledge of her disposition will not 
allow me to think that her affections could alter so 
suddenly ; but the point I wish to ascertain is, were 
you at the Assembly last night ? 

Sub. To the best of my recollection I was. 

Macd. Then you must know that I was not there. 

Sub. I certainly did not notice you. 

Macd. Then you could not have stated that I was 
particular in my attentions to Miss Campbell Ard- 
mor? 

Sub. I never said such a thing* On the con- 
trary, IVGss Campbell is my cousin, and I know that she 
danced all the evening with a particular friend of mine. 

Majcd. I am much obliged to you, sir. I regret 
that I have been so misled as to trouble you. I wish 
you good morning. (^Going:) 

Svb. What an opportunity ! Sir, I beg your par- 
don. Sir, will you allow me to ask a question ? 
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Macd. Certainly. 

Svb. I think you said that your affections were not 
only engaged, but that the marriage-day was fixed ? 

Macd, Not exactly so. The day was to have 
been fixed this forenoon, but on going to the house 1 
was denied admittance. 

Sub, Very extraordinary indeed I most perplexing ! 
and can you charge yourself with no indiscretion that 
might account for so sudden a change ? 

Macd, Certainly none. 

Sub. You are quite sure of that ? 

Macd. Sirl 

Sub. Because if you are, it is as clear as the sun 
at noon-day, that the fault of the breach does not 
rest with you — and therefore we must turn our atten- 
tion to the conduct of the other party. Can any 
thing have happened last night to so affect the interests 
of the lady as to induce that dereliction of affection 
of which you have so much cause to complain, and, 
I may say, justly to resent ? 

Macd. The thought did strike me that the arrival 
of her uncle with a large fortune may have had some 
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effect, but my heart rejected the thought as injurioas 
to her character. 

Sub. The arrival of her uncle I hem I with a large 
fortune, too ! ah, sir ! you must give due weight to 
that circumstance. Has the lady, independent of this 
uncle, any fortune of her own ? 

Macd, Like the generality of Scottish heiresses, 
she is of course not rich — ^but my fortune rendered 
that of minor consideration. 

Std>, I fear, sir, that I ought rather to congratulate 
you on having escaped from sordid vanity, than to 
regret the accident that may for a moment have dis- 
turbed your peace. Women, sir, as we see every 
day, act in such a manner, that the man who founds 
his hopes of happiness on their constancy, is like him 
that builds his house upon sand. The world is full 
of examples of beauty bound in golden chains by 
deformity, and of paralytic age leading virgin youth 
into captivity. 

Macd, It is very true, sir, but I cannot think so 
meanly of the lady whom I still hope to call my 
wife. She knew of her uncle's fortune before, and 
she is not his only heir. 
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Sub. He may have aasored her nnee his arrival 
that he intends that she shall be his heir. 
Macd. Granting even that improbability, what then? 
Siib, What then^ sir ? May she not have thought 
that if with comparatively a limited fortune she had 
succeeded in attracting a gentleman of your figure, 
she nught aspire with her uncle's wealth to more dis- 
ting^uished advancement ? 

Macd. She is not such a calculator. 

Sub. You think her a woman of understanding, 
though? 

Macd. I do. 

Sub. Then, sir, I would ask you if ever yet you 
knew a woman of understanding that had not a pro- 
per respect for the circumstances of life? Depend 
upon it, the arrival of her uncle is an occurrence that 
should be investigated. 

Macd. I shall be very miserable if your surmises 
be correct. Good morning. 

Std). Good morning I — ^poor fellow I he is much 
affected. What an incomparable cabbage ! [Exeuini. 

£ND OF ACT SECOND, 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 



A Room. 



Lady Kilfoooie, Miss Campbell Darknish, Mrs 
and Miss Campbell Ardmor. 

Lady K. I am satisfied, and I hope Mary will 
exert herself with becoming spirit to throw him off. 

Mm8 C. D. I thank you, Mary; but I never 
heard before that Maedonald was acquainted with 
Subtle. 

Lady K, That, my dear, is another proof of his 

art. You know that Subtle has the name of being 
the critic who so mangled my nephew's CastaUan 

Drops in the Review, and he might have thought 
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that had we supposed them to be connected, it would 
have been an obstacle to the marriage. 

Miss C. D, It is very odd. I am in the mist. 

Mrs C, But I never was so astonished in my Kfe 
as when he denied that he was at the assembly. 

Lady K. Miracles will never cease ; but this mat- 
ter must be sifted. Mary, my dear. Miss Campbell 
will wait with you here while Mrs Campbell and I 
go to your uncle, and inform him of what has hap- 
pened. 

Miss C. D. Before taking so decisive a step, I 
wish that I could see Macdonald. 

Lady K, My love, you must not give way to your 
affections, but summon up the pride of an injured 
and insulted woman. Go to your piano, and endea- 
vour with Miss Campbell to amuse yourself till we 
return. 

Jib's C Don't be so dejected ; the man is not worth 
a sigh. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 



A Room. 



The General^ Macdonald Bendhu, arul Subtle, 

at table. 
Sub. Yes, I can thoroughly believe that ! 

Enter Saunders. 

Saun. {aside)* Ah I he has been at his stories, and 
this poor greenhorn believes them I 

Sii6. Every thing in the new continent is indeed 
on a stupendous scale — the Andes sink the Alps into 
hillocks — the forests of the Old World sink into 
shrubberies in a square when compared with the in- 
terminable woods of America ! There, nature delights 
to idiow her greatness, and all is young, vigorous and 
gigantic; nothing indeed so convinces me that the 
Indian tribes are not the aborigines of the country as 
their ordinary stature ; we must look in those parts of 
the Continent most distant from Asia for the original 
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race of the Americans, and we shall find in Patagonia 
inhabitants suitable. 

Macd, I give you credit Subtle for so well demon- 
strating that there must be giants in Patagonia. 

Gen. Well, gentleman, I can assure you that there 
are very wonderful things indeed in America. 

Saun. {aside). Oh, Lord ! 

Gen. What Mr Subtle says is very true. One day 
when I commanded a blockhouse in the woods. (Saun- 
ders coughs violently.) 

Macd. Bless me, what a bad cough your servant 
has got ! 

Sub. Send him out of the room, he'll disturb us. 
Well, General. 

Saun. Oh ! it's aU over. [Exit Saunders. 

Sub. Proceed, General. 

Gen. I may tell it — I may tell it — ^but the thing is 
very incredible — (aside.) He'll bite, Mac. 

Macd. Oh yes, try him. 

Gen. I cannot expect you to believe me, but a man 
must believe what he has himself seen. 

Sub. Very true. What we have experienced our- 
selves out of the common course of things, we cannot 
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expect others to credit — but the fact is not the less 
certain. 

Gen, Well, then, as I was saying, one day at the 
close of the American war, I happened to go into the 
woods ; it was a sunny, sultry day, not a breath was 
stirring, when I heard a great murmur at a short dis- 
tance from me. It was like the sound of a con- 
venticle when the Psalm's singing. 

Sub, What, a hum I 

Gen. And on turning round I saw such a swarm 
of bees — ^they were as big, those that I saw, as cocks 
and hens. 

Macd, No, no, General, that is an exaggeration — 
they might be like sparrows — ^but cocks and hens, you 
know, is too much ! 

Gen, I certainly was surprised. 

Stib, It is the very nature of fear to magnify its ob- 
jects, and you might think them somewhat too large. 

Gen, I assure you that I can compare them only 
to poultry in a farm-yard — one of them that I very 
particularly observed had a proboscis — you may be- 
lieve me or no — ^but it was of a brown colour. 

Svb, Pray, General, what sort of a hive had they ? 
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Gen. Oh, just like any other hive ; but that big 
particular bee had a proboscis like a sausage. 

Syb. But, General, if the hive were like another 
hive, how could such bees get out and in ? 

Gen. Ha I ha ! let the bees look to that ! {Aside.) 
What, a Johnny Raw it is, Mac ! 

Enter Saunders. 

Saun. Two ladies desire to speak with you. 

[Exit General and Saunders. 

Macd. Now, my dear friend, you see to what ridi- 
culous lengths your constant endeavour to shine be- 
trays you. Had any strangers been here, how you 
must have suffered in their opinion, by giving credit 
to this story of the GeneraFs. 

Siib. But I did not give credit to it. 

Macd. You absolutely thought about reasoning 
yourself into its probability — acknowledge yourself to 
have been for once most egregiously quizzed. 

Enter the General. 
Gen. Gentlemen, I ask your pardon, a domestic 
misfortune obliges me to wish you good afternoon. 
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Macd, What has happened ? Can I be of any use 
to you ? 

Gen. I don't know, but you may as well come. A 
young gentleman to whom my niece was to be mar- 
ried has acted in a most unaccountable manner — the 
match must be broken off. It seems that last night 
they parted good friends, but he went afterwards to 
the Assembly, and there he met with another lady, 
with whom he fell souse over head and ears in love — 
nay, what is more, the fellow denies that he was at 
the Assembly. 

Sub. (aside). I've got into a scrape. 

Gen. He has added insult to injury — he sent a cox- 
comb to the house with some trumped-up excuse, and 
the fellow behaved in such a manner that the servant 
was obliged to shut the door in his face. 

Sub. Oh, it is quite clear. 

Macd. I'm astonished at you — be serious. 

Sub. Serious! I tell you I am serious— lam ashamed, 
distracted ! Oh, there never was any thing equal to this. 

Macd. Are you mad ? 

Sub. Almost — almost — but come — come — stand not 
upon the order of your going, but go at once. 

[^Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 



A Room. 



Mrs Campbell, Macdonald Boidiart, and the 

Misses Campbell. 

Macd. I hope you will at least afford me some 
explanation. On this morning, how buoyant were 
my hopes I 

Miss C. 2). It is not surely for me, Captain Mac- 
donald, to enter into any explanation. The style of 
your note gave me sufficient reason to think that 
some extraordinary change had taken place in your 
sentiments* You could not have written any thing 
more politely insignificant as an excuse for not wait- 
ing on the lady you danced with last night. 

Miss C. A. Is this your Captain Macdonald ? 

Macd. B. It is, madam : — The most wretched of 
mankind ! 

Miss C. A. But it is not my partner. 

Miss C. D. How I 

Miss C. A. It is not, nor did I observe him at the 
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Assembly ; at least I am sure he did not dance with 
me. 
Macd, B. I neyer danced with her in all my life. 

Enter Lady Kilfoggie, bridUng with paman. 

Lady K. Captain Macdonald, I thought I had 
been as plain with you as I was pleasant, in letting 
you know that your absence would be a cordial. 

Macd. B. That there has been some unfortunate 
mistake between your niece and me, which circum- 
stances haye induced you, madam, to avail yourself 
of, in order to break off the match, I can have no 
longer any doubt. Mary is not to blame, but I 
see you know the full advantage of the General's 
arrival. 

Lady K. Insolent I It is indeed fortunate that he 
has arrived, and that I trust, sir, he will make you 
shortly know. 

Miss C. 2>. My dear aunt 

Lady K. Do not interrupt me. I had hoped more 
from your spirit than to have allowed him another 
interview. 

VOL. III. u 
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Macd. B. Madam, I insist on being heard. 

Lady K. Sir, you shall not insist here. If you 
make use of such language to me, sir, I will order 
the footman to turn you to the door, sir. 

Miss C. A. I can assure you, madam 

lAxdy K. I need no assurance. 

Mrs C. One word ! My daughter has just told 
me the whole affair. 

Lady K. And did you ever hear any thing more 
shocking in your life ? It is hardly credible that any 
man, bom and bred a gentleman, could act in such a 
manner. 

Macd, B. My dear Mary, surely she has lost her 
senses. 

La^ K. Here comes somebody that I trust will 
bring back yours. This, General, is the person. 



Enter General. 
Mrs C. My dear sir, she is in the greatest- 



Lady K. He knows lam. My agitation must con- 
vince him of my distress. Nothing provokes me more 
than to see Mary flatters herself the whole has been 
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a mistake. There has been no mistake ! — there shall 
be no mistake ! 

Gen. Patience, my dear sister, patience. I have 
got a key to the whole mystery. Macdonald and 
Mr Subtle are coming. 

Lady K. Mr who ? What do you say about Mac- 
donald ? 

Gen, I left them in the street. 

Lady K, Why, surely you're all enchanted. Bro- 
ther, do you see that gentleman ? 

Gen. I do. 

Lady K. And really you see him ? 

Gen, Why yes ; but here they come. 

Enter Macdon-ald Bendhu and Subtle, Jblhtved 

by John. 

Miss C A, This is the gentleman who was my 
partner last night. 

Macd. Bend, And this note was written by me to 
that lady. 

Lady K, Now, I see how it is ; the whole has been 
a trick of Mr Subtle's. This is not the first time that 
he has caused trouble in our family. He put out a 
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writing in the Review of my nephew's Castalian Drops 
that was a shame to be seen. 

John. Madam, this is the very person — (pointing to 
Subtle) --who obliged me to shut the door in his 
face. 

Sub. Madam, I believe I may have carried my 
practices a little too far. 

Lady K. There now I he confesses his practices. 

Svb. If you will give me leave, I will explain the 
origin, as I conceive it to be, of this unfortunate busi- 
ness, and the accidents that have arisen to involve 
and perplex it. The note which this gentleman wrote 
I most solemnly declare — ^ 

Lady K. Heed not his declarations. He is making 
a speech, with as little sense in the words, as if he 
were addressing the Lords. Sir, we will not take 
your ipsy dixy for this. 

Sub. Then my servant is below, and he will verify 
the truth. Sam ! (Enter Sam.) Did not I give 
you a letter this morning for that lady I 

Sam. You certainly gave me a letter. 

Sub. Was not the letter addressed to that lady? 
Answer me. 
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Sam, That I cannot say ; it was addressed to 
" Miss Campbell, George's Street," but as there are 
many more than one Miss Campbell in that street, 
how could I know whether it was for this lady or 
another ? 

Sub. Understand me, Sam. I am not now prac^ 
tising. I am serious. 

Lady K, Doesn't all this look preconcerted ? 

Gen, It is very like it. 

Macd. Ben. Well, proceed. Subtle, you cut a fine 
figure. 

Sub. On my honour, ladies, I hired this fellow for 
his knavery. 

Lady K, I don't doubt it. 

Sub, Merely, at my leisure, to practise a little. 

Lady K, Oh, nothing more probable. 

Sub, Now do, Sam, for once speak seriously, and 
do not suppose that I am trifling. 

Sam, Upon my word, sir, I have stated the truth. 

Stib. The whole truth, and nothing but the truth ? 
Did you deliver the letter ? 

Sam, I did, sir. 

Sub. To that lady? 
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Sam. No, sir. 

Sub. To whom, then ? 

Sam. To a caddy, and he, I suppose, has made 
some mistake, that's all I 

Lady K. That's aU ! 

Macd. Ben. But how came you to bring back this 
note, which it now appears was written by this lady 
under a fsJse impression ? 

Sam. I chanced to meet with an old fellow-servant 
from London, and hired a caddy to carry the letter, 
while I took him to see the lions. 

Lady K. I don't believe one word of it — there is 
not a lion at this time in Edinburgh; Wombwell's 
Show left the Mound with Wallace last Saturday. 

Gen. Come, come, dear sister, I see all how it is. 

Lady K. Oh, it's been nothing but a mistake I 
The wisest may err. I hope, however, (to the 
audience^) ladies and gentlemen, that there is no mis- 
take here. 



THE END OF AULD REEKIE. 



THE BETROTHMENT; 



A TRAGEDY. 
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PREFACE. 



The stoiy of this Play, as sung by Dante, is not of a kind to 
obtain much indulgence in the present day, notwithstanding its 
beautiful pathos. Even the yersion of Mr Leigh Hunt, in bis 
poem of Rimini, is perhaps too strong for a drama. I have 
therefore attempted still more to dilute its energy. — I had not 
even heard of Pelico's tragedy until long after the Betrothmeot 
was written. 
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PROLOGUE. 



The tragic pathos of an ancient tale 

To-night we bid the mimic scene display. 

And try if still the pomp of woe arail, 

Which nature mingles with the muse's lay*^^ 

That solemn song that sacred Dante sung, 
Stript of its horror, we attempt to give ;— 

The bridal bell that the sad requiem rung 
Of knight and maid that love forbade to live. 

He was the noblest youth, as poets sing, 
That trode on daisies in the summer light, 

And she the fairest flower of maiden spring, 

Whose fragrant eyelids charm the bravest knight. 

No guilty cunning drugs the fatal spell 

That works the sorrow of two guileless hearts, 

Nor other crafl than courtiers know full well. 
The wary statesman's diplomatic arts. 

O gentle love I whose sofl insidious wile. 
Untaught, unseen, within the bosom lies ; 

The hook that's baited with a simple smile 
Lurks in the languish of the purest eyes. 

VOL. III. X 
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They saw, they lov'd, nor till 'twas woe to love, 
Dreamt that dread Fate had barb'd with guilt that woe ; 

Beheld the glorious flash burst from above. 
Nor deem'd it lightning till they felt the glow. 

But, ah I not long the winged doom-fire blazed. 
Not long unscathM the conscious victim stood — 

They smiled and sigh'd, and, starting as they gazed. 
Soon found the fire would only quench in blood. 

But I forbear th' impassioned grief to paint, 
I but come here your patience to bespeak; 

O, as you hear the lover's fond complaint. 
Pity the anguish and the hearts that break ! 
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THE BETROTHMENT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

A Chamber in the Palace of Bavenna* 

GuiDo and Malvoglio. 7^6 DtAe with a letter 

in his hand. 

Mcdv. This letter troubles you. 

Guido. It does, it does ; 
For on his coming rested all my hope 
Of Francesca's consent. Though she is soft 
As summer airs, she will not be controll'd 
In ought wherein the sacred breath of prayer 
Inyokes an obligation ; , I did promise. 
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Unless her heart approved the Duke Giovanni, 
. No marriage should ensue ; for this I urged 
Perhaps too earnestly that he should come. 

Mah). He is a statesman ; your highness' suit, 
In these suspicious times, to such a man 
Would seem as policy to bribe his friendship. 

Gvido. It was not so — I sought but to ensure 
To my dear Francesca I last of my line, 
A husband worthy of her honour'd race. 
I have no aim but for her weal and honour. 
Malv. What says he ? 
Gruido* R^ad — alas I I have no hope 
That she will now forego the veil. 

Malv. My lord, 
There is no cause for sadness in this letter ; 
The press of circumstances that detain him. 
Are with a cordial spirit frankly told. 
Besides, he sends his brother as his proxy, 
With such a show of princely equipage. 
That all her little pride of sex must yield. 

Gruido. You do not know her well. 'Tis not the 
pride 
To be implored, and as a conquest won, 
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Wliich makes me fear that slie will not consent, 
But the integrity of her pure breast, 
That will not love upon constraint of duty. 

Mcdv. But she has still the nature of her sex, 
And we must rule her humours by our skill. 
The prince Sir Launoelot, that Rimini sends, 
Is his own counterpart. I have seen both. 
And when together^ scarce an eye could trace 
Ought of a difference in their twinlike forms ; 
In absence, which was whidi were hard to tell. 

Cruido* But this, Malvoglio, was when they were 
boys. 

Malv* The Duke, 'tis said, has grown the better 
man, 
And bears a name for staider dignity, 
— Conceal this letter — Let Sir Launcelot come — 
And should he win fair Francesca's good-will, 
We shall persuade her then to be betroth'd, 
In the assurance that the Duke, his brother, 
Is, as in truth he is, the nobler man. 

Cruido, I like the thought, but — ^if — ^ 

Malv. What would your highness ? 

Cruido* It is not safe to tamper with the heart. 
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Malv. 'Us but a trial ; should it not succeed, 
There's no harm done, we are but as we are. 

Gtiido. True — and my life is. set upon this match. 
Tell you my daughter that the Duke is near. 
For till the Prince, arrives I would avoid her. 

Malv. The secret must remain between us two. 

Guido* Before they are betroth'd it must be told. 

Mah. If need require, no doubt. 

GtMo. If she refuse ? 

Malv. We cannot count on what has yet to be. 

Giddo. I am not thrice well satisfied with this ; 
But, as you say, we know the worst already. 

Malv. Oh, we must laugh her highness into love. 

Guido. Go then — ^but yet 

Mah. My lord? 

Guido. Let it be so. [ExeurU. 



SCENE II. 

Another Apartment. Francesca, Agatha, and 

Ladies. 
Fran. Fie, ladies, fie ! This decking is unchaste ; 
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It ill accords with maiden modesty. — 
I will not wear these diamonds, take them oiF, 
I hate their libertine and restless glance. 
These rubies, too— -they are rank bacchanals, 
Ana give me jewels of a meeker beam ; 
Give me yon sapphire set with modest pearl, 
Like a sweet novice, trembling as she stands 
Encircled by the pale benignant nuns. 

Aga. But you would please the Duke ? 

Fran. Not if he think 

That paltry trinkets can be qualities 
To heighten love. But wherefore ask you that ? 

Aga. For I have heard he has a public heart, 
And loves high rule and gorgeous banqueting. 

Fran. And do you fancy it would please him well 
To see his bride apparel'd in her best ? 
Thou art too fond of stately pageantry. 
The Duke, I trust, is a far other man. 

Aga. What ! Would you have him musing all the 
day. 
Beside some brook beneath the greenwood shade, 
Like the sad shepherd in the tapestry ? 
Away, pale girl 1 I'll not believe thou wouldst. 



n 



250 THB BBTEOTHMBNT. • AH L 

I have not nursed thee .for a pastoral. 

Put on thy diamonds, child. Why dost thou sigh ? 

Fran. Oh, what is slavery, if it be not felt 
By her who must submit her loathing breast 
To one she knows not, and may never love ! 

Enter Malvoglio. 

Mcdv, Shame, tardy priestesses. What, not yet 
done 
With garlanding your victim ? 

Fran. Victim t 

A^. Lo, 

Another sigh I As I do live, my lord. 
You daunt her spirits like an evil omen. 

Malv, Brides are all dull upon their wedding-day. 

Aga. Not so was I. The merry bird that sung 
Its early carol at my chamber-window. 
Was not that morning half so gay as I. 

Malv, But he is coming that will gladden her. 
As the bright star, the herald of the sun. 
His nimble page has come to us before. 

[Drwnst trumpets* 
Hark I gentle lady, 'tis your own true love. 
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^an. Did you so style him in the treaty, sir ? 
Where is my father? I would speak with him. 
Before this dreaded stranger's proud approach. 

Malv. He sent nie to conduct you to the hall, 
Where he now waits to give your suitor welcome. 
Your hand. 

Fran, I go reluctant. 

Malv. Without reason. 

R'on, My boding spirit all this day has shrunk, 
As if instructed by its own fine sense 
Of some inevitable sorrow near. 



SCENE HI. 

A Saloon qf State. 

Duke Guido on his Throne, extended. 

Enter 1st Officer. 
\st Officer. 'Tis not the Duke Giovanni, but his 

brother. 
Guido. Who told you that ? 



if 
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1st Officer. I know Sir Launc'lot well : 

We served together in the Venetian war* 
Ev'n at the utmost scope of sight I knew him. 
A braver knight, or sweeter gentleman. 
Never found favour in a lady's eye. 
And yet his brother is a nobler prince. 

Chiido. See why MalvogUo comes not with our 
daughter. 

2d Officer, Behold, they come. 

Enter Malvoglio, urith Francesca and Ladies. 

Grtddo. Conduct her to a seat. 

Fi'an. Why are we placed so far apart, my lord ? 

Malv. It is an accident. 

Fran. Out upon state. 

That such a chance should put my fate in peril. 
I would speak with my father. 

McUv. 'Tis too late ; 

For hark, the trumpets sound Rimini's entrance. 

A Procession enters. Music, 
Fran. Which is the Duke ? 
Malv. He has not yet appear'd. 
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A Flourish of Trumpets. Sir Launcelot. 
Mdh, How like you him ? 
Fran, I may not answer you. 
Malv^ A-well, I guess'd you would approve the 
choice ; 
But this gay youth, beside his nobler brother, 
Looks like the moon when the bright sun is up. 

Bran, Well, if the heart is worthy of its casket, 
I am content with this. 

[7%6 Prince advances to the throne^ and pays 
his respects to the Duke. 
Guide, There is our daughter. 

Launc. O, blest is he who this fair hand may press. 
And claim it as his own. 

Malv, A truce, my lord, 

Till the betrothment shall have been fulfilled. 
Where are the bride's-maids ? let them Idad her on. 

Guido, Dearest Francesca, how it warms my heart 
To see thine eyes again shine out so gay ! 
Mcdv. There is no time for words^— let's to the 
church. 
She's won, your highness, and will now depart 
As willingly as expectation leads. 
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Giddo. Have you then told her it is not the Duke ? 

Mcdv. I have assured her that he can but help 
To guess at the perfections of his brother. 

Guido, Thou art the very pillar of my state, 
The trusted, tried upholder of my house. 

[ The procession moves off. 

Remain Anselmo and \st Officer, 
Ans. This match was made when stars of happy 
aspect 
Shed their auspicious influence on the earth. 

1st Officer, Pray heaven, the sequel realize our 
wishes. 

Ans. It is an envious sprite that makes thee doubt. 

I 

Saw ye not mutual passion interchang'd 
In their first glances ? 

1*^ Officer. May it soon be quenched ! 

Ans. Art thou beside thyself to wish such ill ? 

1st Officer. You know not, then, that it is not the 
Duke. 

Ans. How I not the Duke, who and what is he, then ? 

1st Officer. His proxy and his brother. 



i 
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Ans, Impossible. To all th' assembled court 
It was amiounced the Duke would come in person. 

1^^ Officer, But who can fethom curs'd Malvog- 
lio's craft ? 
He has no fiiculty for honest work, 
Nor thinks ought well done that is not achiev'd 
By some bewildering sleight of stratagem. 

Ans. I cannot credit, that our good old master 
Would lend his sanction to a needless fraud. 

Ist Officer, Malvoglio rules him, though he knows 
it not. 
But come — ^we shall be late--»the chapel bell. 

« 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

A Chamber. 

Giovanni and Gerard. 
Giov, Would I had gone to bring her home my- 

selfl 

There are occasions in affairs of state, 
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When prudence is not policy, and this 
My heart and judgment say is one of them. 

Ger. But Count Malvoglio, whom your highness 
keeps 
Fee'd to your interests in her father's council, 
Wam'd us the Princess never would consent 
Unless that she herself approved the choice. 
With such a doubt, honour forbade your going. 

Giov, With such a doubt 'twere wiser to have 
gone. 

Ger. Should she refuse in her caprice to come, 
Your highness 'scapes the personal rejection. 

Giov, My proxy should have been a better choice. 

Ger. At the suggestion of the shrewd Malvoglio, 
Your brother, for his likeness, was preferr'd ; 
For, pleased with him, she will approve your highness. 

Giov: Malvoglio's craft may overreach itself. 
My brother is a gay and gallant man. 
With easy grace, and gentle sentiments, 
And may succeed where I might well despair ; 
So much we are unlike, though yet so like, 
As you and old Malvoglio sagely think. 
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A village maid, scarce entered in her teens, 
Would foil yon both in Cupid's politics. 

iMer Tristram. 

THst. A largess from your highness ! It is done. 
The fairest lady in all Christendom 
Obeys you as her lord. My horse has flown 
Les|i with his speed than with his master's gladness. 
To-night she comes — ^like the fair moon she comes, 
With all her stars, to shine on Rimini. 

Gioc. Here, take this chain, and wear it for her 
sake. 
Thy news and rapture well deserve the meed. 

Get, But canst thou tell us of no circumstance, 
Some happy omen cackling gossips drew 
From crowing cock, or pigeon on the tiles — 
No prank of page or stately abigail. 
Or ought of all the mirth-conceited haps. 
The chartered frolics of a wedding-day ? 

Trist. The match were luckless had there been no 
sport. 

Ger. Tell us what chanced — why dost thou hesitate? 
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TrUt, The princess- 



Ger. WeU- 



Trist Heard half the service read 

« 

Before she knew 'twas but his highness' brother. 

CHov* What hast thou said ? Did they deceive her 
so? 

TrisL 'Twas a conceit of canning old Malvog^Iio, 
Who kept, 'tis said^ your highness' letters up. 
Wherein you wrote the sending of the proxy. 

Giov, Indeed I she took Sir Launcelot, then, for 
me. 
The proxy for the principal. My lord, 
In such a case there should have been no error. 
What said the Princess when she found the cheat ? 

Trist. She paus'd, grew pale, and timidly look'd 
round ; 
The Duke, her father, fondly caught her arm. 
And whisp'ring to her, brought her colour back. 
She then sustain'd the ritual complete. 
With a severe and solemn dignity 
That fill'd us all with awe. 

Giov. What did my brother ? 

Trist. He smil'd, and chid Malvoglio for the trick. 
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Griav. Had he no sword to plunge it in his heart? 
Ger. My gracious lord— 

Giov. Send hence that officer* {Exit Tristram.) 
As I do live, one of the three is lost. 

Ger. He said the Princess soon resumed herself. ' 

Giav, Yes, he described her conscious and sublime : 
Iphigenia at the dreadful altar, 
The victim of her father and her country ! 

Ger. In a short time it will be all forgotten, 
When in your highness she has found confirmed 
The merits that she fancied in your brother. 

Giav. I am not jealous ; but in this my reason 
Says, I have cause to doubt the heart she brings* 
You praised her to me as a lovely maid, 
With whose meek wishes much of heaven was blent. 

Ger. I did but faintly echo the report 
Which all who knew her worth and beauty bore. 

Giav. And her own wish was to assume the veil ? 

Ger. So I was taught by Count Malvoglio's letter. 

Criov. Curs'd be the wiles of his pernicious brain — 
The worst that can be at the worst is that. 

Ger. What, my good lord ? 

Giov. To let her take the veil. 
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Ger. Wait till you see her, till you try her heart. 

Giov. What ! till I love her, wounding my own 
breast 
With pains as cureless as I fear she feels — 
One victim to MalvogUo's craft, one victim 
Is quite enough, and more than I can spare. 
Ha I what is that ? 

Ger, The cannon on the waUs, 

Telling the marriage to th' applauding people. 

Gtov. They sound like thunder heralding to woe. 

Ger. I am amaz'd, my lord, to see you thus* 

Gtov. The deadly venom of a scorpion's sdng 
Is not the tithe of a tear's quantity ; 

r 

Yet is it fatal as the swallowing wave 

That gulfs the shipwr^ck'd mariner. Again — 

Ger. Will you not come to give her welcome ? 

Giov. Yes. 

Lead, I will follow. Ye have chain'd my wilL 
I was your lord, but this accursed guile 
Has sunk me to a puppet. Come, lead on. 



END OF ACT FIRST. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Palace of Ravenna. 

GuiDo and Malvoglio. 

Guido, No pleasure has this wedding brought to 
me. 
But only doubts and fears I may not utter. 
'Tis strange, most strange, that yet no messenger 
Has come with tidings of my child's reception. 
I wish that thou hadst gone with her, Malvoglio, 
That had there been ought wanting in the welcome, 
Thou mightst have seen' it thoroughly supplied. 

Malv. Sir, nothing would be wanting. Love and 
honour 
Stood eager for her coming. Not a prince 
In all the li^ide extent of Christendom, 
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So to the utmost syllable perfonns 

The dues and courtesies of princely state. 

As Rimini. 

Guido. Is he, then, so austere ? 
My swe^ and artless child will ill abide 
The tedious worship of his idol forms. 

Malv. I have not well express'd what I would say. 
In frank and gracious equanimity — 
The universal spirit which still meets 
The moment's need, the individual's humour — 
All duties and proprieties of life, 
With the appropriate act and sentiment, 
The Duke has no superior; and he gives 
Each several claim of courtesy and duty 
Its just degree of precedence so wisely. 
That none can say his public care relaxes^ 
When most his private wishes are indulged. 

Guido. He is too uniformly high and wise 
For my poor Francesca — a kindlier wUl, 
With pleasantry, and virtues that possess 
More of good nature than of reason in them. 
Were better suited to her gentle heart. 
Malvoglio 1 
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Malv. Sir — ^what would my lord ? 

Guido* Malvoglio, 

Thou canst do for me a most special service. 

Malv. It is the very purpose of my life 
To do whatever your highness may command. 

Gvido. Prepare with speed to go to Rimini, 
And well observe how Francesca appears ; 
Should she be sad, find out her cause of grief, 
And give me early notice. 

■ 

Malv, My good lord, 

Why do you doubt that she is else than happy ? 

Guido, By every means that honour would employ, 
I labour'd for the match ; but, in the end. 
Somewhat of wrong, or error, did arise. 
All on our part, Malvoglio, and my mind 
Misgives with the reflection. But make haste ; 
Be on the spot with her, should harm ensue. 
Apply thy wisdom to forestall its issue. 

Malv. But what pretext shall I have for this 
mission ? 

Guido. Here, take this ring, present it to the 
Duke; 
It is an antique gem inestimable. 
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TeU him, from times unknown it lias been worn 
By all the heirs of our age-honoured dukedom. 
And Francesca, in whom the line will end. 
Gives him a sacred right to put it on. 
Go, bear it, with my blessing to them both* 

\_JBxeunt. 



SCENE IL 

An Apartment in the Palace of Rimini. 

Sir Launcelot. 

Sir Laun. O I aid me, Heav'n, to break this fatal 

spell 

Which draws my fond enchanted spirit on 

To madness, guilt, or death. My brother's wife 

In the rich moment of forgotten duty. 

When but her charms, like inspiration, fillM me, 

The dreadful thought came like awakening thunder 

On my entranced soul. — It is not love. 

For love is gentle as a smiling child. 

That leads his victim by a flowery garland — 

1 
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The giant £end XhfSt holds me as his thraU^ 
Drags to perdition with a heavy chain. 

Enter Ernest. 

Ern. Why have you left the banquet ? 

Sir Laun. I am ill j. 

The heat, the throng, the minstrelsy, and mirth^ 
With strange distraction shake my erring brain^ 

£/^2. Came it so like a sudden blight upon yoif^ 
That, in the moment of such happy ease^ 
When your gay earnestness withheU the brid^ 
From noting elise your brother's cold regards. 
You should, as 'twere in wildness, quit the room ? 

Sir Laufi. My brother's coldness ! What is that 
f o me ? 
Did you mistake ? It is but rapt delight ; 
His sense is lock'd in wonder at her charms ; 
He stands in doubt of his benignant fortune. 

Earn. Is it your malady that prompts this rapture ? 

Sir Laun. O, interpose between me and my fate ! 
O, save me from despair f 

Em. Alas ! my lord, 

I have suspected this. 

VOL. III. z 
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Sir Lawi. O, say not €k> : 

Say not I ever .yet, by look or 8igh» 
Have pass'd the threshold of a brother's love. 
Sure m that fatal hour when first we met. 
All fraudful iSende had lioeBse to betray ; 
For she, so holy, innocent, and true, 
Woul4 not have bent on me such eyes of kindness. 
But in belief I was her destined husband. 

Jghi. My lord, dear lord, you must forget it all. 

Sir Lcmn.^ When the blind wretch that mourns his 
perish'd sight, 
Forgets the glorious sun, I loay foiget, 
Anddst my hopelessness, those gentle eyes 
That beamed upon me such a light of love. 

Em. This fond remembrance only moves to grief; 
And yours is sinful, craving gUilt and Crimes. 

Sir L^un. 1 know it all, add shudder at the 
.blink 
Whereon remcNiseleas destiny has placed me. 
' Em. Arrest such blasphemy— be more a man. 
Set free your spirit for a nobler part. 

Sir Laun. When the £ained sufferers in the sculp- 
tured stone 



^Sbeatf //• THE BETBOTHMENT. 267 

Hare wrencli'd themselves from the infolding ser* 

pentSy 
J may shake off the fetters of my fate* 

Em. You have no purpose in these guilty thoughts. 

Sir iMun. I have, I have. 

Ern» O Heavens 1 what would you? 

Sir Laun. Die ! 

Em. Alas ! why yield you to such dread intents ? 

Sir Laun. ^What I see you not who stands at my 
light hand ? 

Em, My lord, there's no one there. 

Sir Laun. —Ha, not the fiend I 

Who prompts me then to love my brother's wife ? 
Who jogs my arm to pluck my rapier out, 
And plunge it in thy breast ? 

T^rn. My lord, in mine ? 

Sir Layn. Ay, even in thine, lest thou divulge the 
secret. 
If hell's not here, and thoughts so curs'd as these 
Spring up spontaneous in my alter'd nature. 
Oh! what am I? 

Em. It is the lofty honour of your heart. 
Indignant at a lapse of dangerous passion. 
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That gives this foretaste of remorse to save you. 
Hark I steps approach ; I pray you, come with me. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Another Room. ? 

Giovanni and Gerard. « 

Giov. Did you observe my brother at her side ? 

Ger. I did, my lord. With maiden bashfulness 
She seem'd to listeir to his gay discourse. 

Giov. O ! she was charm'd to hear him ; and as oft 
As I would fain her gentle favour earn,. 
In the sweet pauses of the minstrelsy, 
She shrunk away, and ever tum'd her ear 
To the more pleasing music of his tongue. 

Ger. His native ease, and sprightly elegance, 
Bespeak a ready audience of the fair. 
Proud is the heart Sir Launcelot may not bend. 
And cold the breast his ardour cannot warm. 
To-night his gaiety delighted all. 

Giov* But most the bride ; she largest shared his art. 
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Ger* In that liis courteous kuighthood best was 
seen. 
She is a stranger, and all eyes around 
Search'd her so eagerly, that, but for him, 
Who interposed like a soft shade betveeen, 
She had been dazzled by the general gaze* 

Gicv. Was I not there to bear her courage up ? 

Ger. But he, your highness, is an older friend. 

Gtov. An older friend I say you ? how, by how 
much ? 

Ger. By the companionship of a day's journey. 
But— 

Gtov. WeU. 

Ger. — My gracious Lor d 

Gtov. Retire; good-night. 

\_Exit Gerard, 
He would conceal from me the dreadful truth. 
That she prefers my brother. O, what bliss 
Had luird n^y cares in dreams of heavenly joy, 
Could I have called her maiden heart my own ! 
But life grows loathsome when I dare to think 
How her pure spirit must now hate, reject me. 
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Enter Agatha* 

Aga. Ha, you pray long, my lord, on such a night, 
Your wedding-night ; to give so mudd to Heaven, 
Lacks in the worship that your bride expects* 
Come, go y-ou in — ^your saint to-night is there. 

Giov. Does she expect me ? 

Aga. Ay ; what should she else? 

Giov. But love or hatred may aKke expect ; 
Couldst thou but change the word, and say desire ! 

Aga. Does she not hang her head and faintly sigh ? 
Stands she not thus, communing with herself ? 
Gods! from a maid, what bridegroom would have 
more ? 

Giov. Nurse, good-night. [JSariY. 

Aga. Well — yet he looks like a man, 

A lover too ; but so to hesitate. 
To doubt, to fear ; can it be jealousy 
That sends such megrimd to the poor man's brain ? 
O, I will school her how to manage him* 

[JExita 



8cen& IV. THE BSTBOTBUiEliT. 27;1 



SCENE IV. 



A Chamber. 



Fromcesca^ Hence, ye vain trappings I O, my 
heart, my heart I 
The wreaths that deck'd the victim are nmbouml— > 
But what kind hand will now undo the knot 
That ties me to a miserable doom ? ' 
Oh, thou good angel, guardian of my &te, 
For what unknown offence didst thou desert me^ 
In that dire moment when I gave my hand ? 
Thine eyes, O Launcelot, have ruin in them ; 
And I f<ngot that their fond eloquence 
Was used but for thy brother. Was it so ? 
Why should that doubt come to me with delight^ 
Like a sweet cup empoison'd to destroy ? 
It cheats ra% in ijie tai^, while gpiilt dad deatk 
Wait eager for their prey. O,. I am lost— *• 
Undone, undone I Tremendous destiny 
Has hound me fast, and drags me to despair* 
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Enter Giovanni. 
My lord I 

Giov. Why this alarrt, sweet Francesca? 

Why heaves thy bosom with these painful sighs ? 
Why so avert from me that beauteous face. 
Which, but to look on, is to love for ever ? 
$Iay, be' not wayward ; thou mayst leave thy 

hand. 
His, this at least is mine. 

Fran. Ah me, my lord I 

I cannot help it. Bear with me awhile. 
These we«k emotions soon wiU pass away, 
An4 all that duty may of love require, 
Shall with my hand be yours. 

GiQv* Oh) must thy love 

Be then so menial ? But the slave of duty — 
The odious servitude cannot last long. 

fran. My gracious lord — ^though fated man and 
wife. 
We still are strangers to each other's hearts ; 
And love ihat comes not straight like light from 

heaven, \ 

To kindle in them one bright mingling flame, 
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We must, by patient duty, strive to raise 
Out of the hard condition of our fortune, 
Like £re from flinty and it will come, my lord* 

Giov. Thy yoice has the persuasion of a charm. 
And J believe thou dost already love me. 
Come, let me lead thee, for the night wears out. 
Why dost thou tremble, and withdraw thy hand ? 

Fran. Not yet, my lord — ^not yet. O righteous 
heaven 1 
This invitation has the taint of incest. 
Leave me, my lord — O, leave me yet awhile ; 
I have forgot my wonted orisons. 

[^She retires apart j andfaUs on her knees. 

Giov. This strong reluctance has a horror in't, 
Beyond the passion of a maiden's fear ; 
It is too holy to be lightly conquer'd. 
There, on her knees, how like a saint she looks I 
A weeping Magdalen, with the soft eyes 
Of virgin innocence. O, hear her, Heaven I 

Fran. Mock not the pious angpiish of my soul, 

[Arises, 

Giov^ Mock thee, adored ! Tell me but with what 
penance 
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I may redeen that findt in my demeancHir 
Which makes thee think I ooald be so pr<^uie» 

Fran. It is not you — it is not you, my lord. 
That in this emis of my fitte offends : 
Some strange distemper has incensed my brain. 
Oh, I am illy and would be left alone* 

Gim* By this time all the palace is abed, 
And quench'd in sleep the poor man's cares are laid. 
!None but the guilty and the wretched wake : 
To which, my Francesca, do we belong ? 

i^on. My lord, my lord — 

Giav. Oh, I have mark'd thy tears, 
Saw the controU'd aversion of thine eyes. 
Felt thy hand dead in the fond press of mine. 
And heard the hearaily accents of thy tongue 
Promise but cold endeavour for my love« 
What can be misery if I know it not. 
To know all these upon my wedding-night ? 

JPi'an. My gracious lord— « 

Oitw. I Mrill not call that guilt 
Which so affects thy pure religious soul ; 
But it is drugg'd with some pernicious stuffy 
As nauseous as the surfeit of remorse* 
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J^ran. My noble wedded lord — ^my husband — ^hear 
me ! 
The vows I took shall be as blameless held 
As ever woman pledged fiadth maintain'd I 
All I can give my lord I will bestow. 

Giov. Alas ! how little is that all to me I 
The heart, the will, the kindly thought that comes 
Like fragrance from the rosebud to the sun, 
A sweet return to fond affection's wish, 
Is lost to all my hopes ! — Ha ! what are these ? 

Fran. The mom begins to dawn—* 

Gi(W. Out — out on state — 
It is the minstrels come to sing good-morrow^ 
And hail us happy from our bridal bed. 
Oh, we must forth with our best smiles to meet 
The public joy, and answer with content. 
With looks of love and eyes of happiness. 
Those gratulations that, like poison'd diggers, 
Will strike but fest'ring anguish to our hearts. 
Come, loveliest, come — oh, I could spsae thee this I 

£NI> OF ACT SECOND. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L 
A Room at Ravenna. 

IMiLVOGLio and Ernest. 

Mai, I shall be happy to report it all 
To our good Duke : how it would gladden him 
To hear this princely welcome told so well ! 
Now J;ell me how your noble master fares ; 
The bride with him was marvellously pleas'd— ^ 
I think she would have been content with him. 

Em^ I know not that ; but he had been with her. 
Had fortune and you statesmen so aliow'd. 

MaL Indeed! 

Em, O9 he was smitten to the core, 
And play'd so eai^iestly the lover's part, 
That he forgot he was but in't a proxy. 
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MaL Ha ! say not s(^— you must not speak of that ; 
It may beget ill fancies, and their rumour, 
Like light reflected from the speculum, 
May waste with fire the thing whereon it falls. 
This must not reacfi her husband : should he think 
Sir Launcelot was so treacherous in his trust, 
It might engender evil thoughts of her. 
And so provoke the wrong he but suspected. 

Em. Gods ! what a mountain you would make of 
thisl 
The thing is but a tale to relish wine — 
A shuttlecock when the well-flavoured glass 
Becomes the nimble battledore of wit. 

MaL I would that it, sir, might be quite forgotten. 
Why do you laugh ? 

JSrn, That it should vex a statesman. 
And make him shake his ponderous locks like Jove, 
As if the matter boded change to kings. 
Look where Count Gerard comes, as rapt and sad 
As if he bore the weight of this great secret, 
For he is deep in the Duke's confidence, 
And shares the burden of his heaviest cares. 
t have a mind to break his back with this. 
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Mai. Forbear, forbear ; do not make nuschief, sir. 

Enter Gbrard. 

Em. Count Gerard, hoi 

Ger. Unhand the gentleman ! 
Ha, Count Malvoglio, here in Rimini I 
When came you, sir ? 

Med. I am but jufit arrived* 
'My friend would have run on to tell the bride. 
But seeing you approach, I check'd his rashness. 

Em, (asidfi). How the dog lies ! What can have 
brought him here ? 
Why all this mystery for Sir Launcelot's freak ? 
^Is then the bride such tinder as to catch 
So easily — and with her husband's brother ? 
How they prest on this marriage ! Was the maid 
So very ripe that she would keep no longer ? 
Has she proved false before ? I do her wrong ; 
This crafty rogue puts ill thoughts in my head. 
What h^ forbids, it were but right to do. 
I will inform my master of his coming. 

[Exit Ernest. 

Mai. Is he then jealous ? Oh, ^poor Francesca ! 
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iie( How oft her artless nature may offend. 

And that sweet ease, which wins on ^y^rj heart. 
Bring to her gentle self suspicious wrong ! 

Ger. Count, you surprise me; for your letters 
. bore 
Far other portraiture, and which report 
Largely confirm'd : in her own serious beauty 
We found that rich description well sustain'd. 
You painted her with saintly piety, 
I. Lofty and distant in her freest hours, 
b Investing all the offices of life 

With the bless'd halo of religious purpose- 
In sooth to say, one more prepar'd for heaven. 
Than, fitted for the base concerns of earth, 

Mai. And such she is in her religious mood — 
Ger. .Mood I capricious, too ! this is discovery ! 
.' MaL You lay great stress, Count Gerard, on my 

words. 
"^Tis no state matter that we talk about. 

Gei\ And yet you told me that her anxious father 
Had sent you hither on a special mission ; — 
What is it, then, if not to smooth the way 
For some expected levity ? 
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Mai. My friend — 
My worthy fiiend, mine is a task of kindness,. 
This antique, £Eim'd, inestimable gem, 
From immemorial time has been the badge 
That mark'd the heirs of Guido's honoured line. 
Your Duke, now husband to its latest scion, 
Her father recognising as his heir, 
Requests him to accept, and I am come 
To give the gift with due solemnity. 

Ger, My lord, you might have told me this before^ 
Nor left conjecture to supply a motive 
So different from the true ; for who could think 
That Count Malvoglio's well-considered words 
Should, in this instance, be like gossip's prattle. 
Heard without heed, and spoken without aim 7-^ 
But, come — let me conduct you to the Duke. 

\lixeunt 
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SCENE II. 

A Boom at Mtmini^ 

Sib Launcelot. 
Sir Laxm. Lie still, lie still — my flutt'ring heart, 
Ue still I 
Thy fond desiring pulses throb in vsdn ; 
For she, whose image wakes this rapture in thee, 
Must never, never know thy hopeless love ! 
Mine eyes, unconscious of their guilty roving. 
Pursue her form, as by enchantment drawn ; 
And when, in courtesy, her gentle hand 
Is placed in mine, through all my tingling frame 
A thrilling ecstasy electric flies. — > 
Oh, fate, relentless fate ! why was I led, 
With eyes intent upon that lovely vision, 
To fall into this bottomless despair ? 

Bnter Agatha, 
Ah, my good Agatha, why dost thou weep ? 
What hath mischanced to make thee sad so soon ? 

VOL. III. 2 a 
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Aga. So soon, indeed ; but it is of the air, 
Some sickly vapour of the sullen clime 
Taints with infectious sadness ev'ry breast* 
The bride, that i^ould hare been as sparkling bright 
As the gay morning star, comes forth in tears ; 
And the bridegroom, who should, to-day, have shone' 
More life^inspiring than the cheerful sun. 
Moves with a clouded and tempestuous visage. — 
You heed me not — are you infected too ? 

Sir Laun. Thou said'st that she was sorrowful — 
Alas I 
Can aught but sympathy for others' woe 
Chill like a blighting shadow that bless'd heart. 
Where every virtue blossoms in the warmth 
Of heaven's immediate influence ? My brother I 
He that indeed should have been as the sun, 
Triumphant, glorious, boundless in his joy. 
As is the universal light of noon — 
He, with disastrous aspect too, appear I 

Aga* He is too stately for sweet Francesca. 
Oh, would that fortune — ^but 'tis said she's blind. 
And could not see what nature did intend. 
In making such a pair as her and you. 
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Cuise cm Malroglio'ff cndt I I bit my heanrt 
Biag aA if amitten with a stroke of fate, 
yfhsBL I was ixM that you were not the man. 

JSitLaun. I, gentle nurse, I too must rue that 
fraud. 

jlga. And who may not ? I know my lady does. 

Sir JLaun. Thou hast not said it — prithee say not 
so. 

Aga. I do — I wiU — till I shall see her happy. 
When we had from the priest and altar come 
Back to her chamher, and all else shut out, 
She hid her face on tfak materaal bosom,. 
And wept that she had yielded to the dieat. 

Sir Laun* But I was innocent — I knew it not. 

Aga^ Oh, wherefore thea look'd you so like her 
lover? 

Sir Lmm. I loc^'d but as I fek. 

Ago. Oh, s»nful man, 
To let tUne eyes the hopes of ^assMMa qpeak 
Even to thy broth^s bride I 

jS^ L0>in. Good Agatha. 

Aga. Avauntl awafy! tiiefe's a eonts^on mar 
theer 
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Which firery chaste and holy mind should shun. 

[Exit Agatha. 

Sir Laun. Stay ! hear me, Agatha ! I charge thee, 

Btay I [HefiUotis. 



SCENE III. 
A Room in the Palace of Rimini^ 

Francesca and Lady. 

Lady. How is your highness ? 

Fran. Wherefore ask you that ? 
I am not sick, that you should so enquire. 

Lady. Yet health wears never look so sadly wan, 
Nor fetches sighs from such a depth of heart, 

Fran. Thou art too curious — ^it becomes thee not 
To watch thy mistress with invidious eyes. 

Lady. Blame not the carefulness of humble duty— 
I did but ask with wishes to relieve, 

Fran. I know thou didst — I know thy kind intent ; 
Sut grief is petulant to be disturbed, 
And I would hush my scrrows here alqpe. 
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Xrac^. Alas ! your highness, what hath grief with 
you, 
Placed on the brightest heavenward height of for- 
tune— 
Cloth'd with most envied beauty, yet so guarded 
.With gentle virtues that pale Envy breathes 
A soft amen to Love imploring blisses ? 
Look not in tears to the benignant skies. 
That shed upon you their selectest favouir. 

Fran. I would not be ungrateful for my lot ; 
No — Heaven, I thank thee ; let thy will be done. 

LiOjdy^ So might the pious in affliction say. 
But you — alas ! it sounds not well from you. 

Fran, Hav0 I no cause for sadness, here a stran- 
ger! 
My pative land for ever left behind— 
From all those household, dear, familiar things, 
Which I have known before I knew myself. 
Parted, as 'twere, by the divorce of death ? 
The thought is sorrow, and my tears will flow. 
My kind old father, too, for ever left — ^ 
O ! he is dead to me, without that boon, 
Thatf silenit safety from terrestriid woe. 
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Which death confers upon sach j^ood aid mtil. 
O, I must weep, for he will mourn for me. 

Lady. Oh, rather thmk, how in your noble hus- 
band 
More than a father claims this fond regard* 

JP/*an» Alas ! m j wayward heart ! it diould be so. 

EnUr Agatha. 

Aga. I have strange news ; the Count Malvoglio's^ 
here! 

F^em. Art thou bedide thyself to &ncy this ? 
• Agch, I saw him enter at the Palace gate^ 
With the Count Gerard ; arm-in-arm I saw them* 

Fran. Pray Heaven it be xK>t true t 

Lady. Why so, your highness ? 
He will bring tidings of the Duke, your father* 

Fran^ There's a fatality to me about hhn. 
That makes me tremble but to hear bis name. 
The evil fiend that wars with my good angel^ 
Fights with the very virtues of that man. 
For ever when he would me serve the most) 
The worst liiat maHce can inflict, ensues. 
Hark ! 'tis hi^i tread-^e dismal tread of &te I 
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"JSnier Malvoouo and Gerard. 

Fran. My lord, what would you here ? 

Mai. The Duke, your father, 
£ver most kind in his paternal care, 
Would have me witness to your happiness. 

Fran. Had he no other messenger to send ? 

M.al. Whom could he fitter for the mission choose, 
Than him by whom the labour was achiev'd? 

Ger. {to the Lady). Mark you the grief of that 
heart-loaded sigh. 

Fran. Was this the sole end of your embassy ? 

Mai. It was the principal, but not the sole* 

I^an. What else, my lord, if I am free to ask ? 

Mal^ To bear this antique jewel to your lord» 

F)ran. Impossible I that ring of right is mine> 
Nor may my i&ther gift it from his blood, 
Without a breach of sacred covenants^ 
By which, in fiulure of our line, it passes 
Back to the Pope, who, by possession, then 
May claim the dukedom, being thereby heir* 
Say not, my lord, that this could be your business. 

Ger» He then is^ here for some unspoken purpose. 
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Lady. 'Tis strange. she thinks of this, aifft so for- 
gets 
The «oft remembrance of her fietther's love ! 
Ger» Hush I hush ! Lo I the Duke comes. 

Enter Duhe^ attended. 

Ger. The Count Malvoglio. 

Giov. Welcome to Rimini* 

Aga. How coldly said ! 

Giov. How fares our friend-*I should have said 
our father ? 
How fares the venerable Duke, your master ? 

MaL Happyas hope can make him! And with this, 
The symbol that you have become hb heir, 
He sends a father's blessing to you both. 

Fran. Put it not on, my lord — ^put it not on ; 
He knows my father may not part with it. 
Without the forfeiture of all his dukedom, 

Giov. Why has he brought it, then ? 

Fran. . I know not that — 
It gives a solemn purpose to his coming, 
But I distrust the motive, O, my lord, 
Send him back quickly, and return the ring. 
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MatT^y graciouS' lady, you impeach my honaar : 
To bear a blessing, and to give this ring, 
Was the sole end and purpose of my coming. 

Fran» Thou didst deceive me in the holiest act 
Which man or wom£(n can in life perform, 
And I will not believe thee though thou swear'st. — 
Send him away, my lord — send him away. 

[JSxit Francesca. 
Giov. Follow her, Count, and calm her— ^if you can. 

[Exit Malvoglio. 
Think'st thou his mission was but with the ring ? 

Ger. 'Tis hard to tell, for honesty with him 
Assumes so oft the base disguise of craft. 
That when I least should doubt, I doubt him most. 
The Duchess fears him, too — ^would have him hence. 

Giov* What dost thou mean ? 

Ger. She. said he had betray'd her. 

Giov. I heard it well — ^believ'st thou it not true ? 
It was not her alone that he betray'd, 

Ger. Whom else, your highness ? 

Giov. Whom ? dost thou not know ? 

Ger. I saw him first in converse with Ernesto. 

VOL. III. 2 b 



290 THE BETROTHMENt. Act IJL 

Giov. My' brother's squire— why went he' first to 
him? 

Get, 'Tis that which makes me dubious of his 
knission ; 
His business should have brought him first to me. 

Gtov, But what avails it ? Nothing can I learn 
That will appease the kindling anguish here. 
To know the lov'd and lovely being wrong*d ^ 
Beyond all virtuous effort of relief, -^. 

Is woe sufficient"^and I am content. 
Were there but any sacrifice that man 
Could make to purchase back her bosom's peace. 
My dukedom and my life I would resign. 

Ger, May she prove worthy of such generous 
love I 

Giov. She is most worthy ; and I doat the more 
Because her worthiness denies my hope. 

Ger. What means my lord ? What hope can she 
deny ? 

Giov. Nothing — nothing — she must take the veil, 

Ger. ilfw^/, your Highness ? 

GioVf Ay, there's no cure else — 
The tie of life to her is broken, Count ; 
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The blossom of all pleasure here is iiipp'd, 
And she, though loving, lovely, and belov'd. 
Most, like a g^ther'd flower, untimely perish. 
What would it now avail were I to die ? 

Ger, My noble-minded master ! 

Crtor. "Us too late, [-Etetf Giovanni. 

« 

Enter !Ernbst. 

Em. He seems perplex'd, but I will speak to 
him. 
My lord, was not the Count Malvoglio here ? 

Ger. He was, but he is gone — ^gone with the 
Duchess. 

Em. Has he not seen the Duke ? 

Ger. Why ask you that ? 

Em. I thought his mission was but with his high- 
ness? 

Ger. You know his mission, then ? 

Em. How, sir, should I, 
Who have no part in the concerns of state ? 

Ger. Tell me, I pray you, what you guess of 
him. 
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Em. He has some d0ubt«*«8ome lurldi^ fear. 

Ger. Of what? 

Em. Leftfc the reoqydon of die biide had lack'd. 

Ger. Think yoa he came to question bat of that ? 

Em. He sifted me with such shiewd earnestness, 
That I did think he came for little else, 
And therefore doubted that there might be cause 
Why he should fear some stinting in the welcome. 
Was she not once reluctant to the match ? 

Ger. Thou know'st she was. 

Em. But whence did it proceed ? 

Ger. Of her great piety ; religious vows 
Not to bestow her hand against her heart. 

Em. Yet she has wedded one she ney^ saw. 

Ger. She saw him mirror'd in his brother^s form. 

Em. So lov'd by proxy I — Count, belieye it not ; 
If she did love, it was the substance seen, 
Not the unknown invisible — the thing of fancy.. 

Ger» Thou wouldst impeach her honesty — 

Em. I da-»for she has wreck'd my aobl^ master's 
peace, 
Glanc'd on him smiles as fatal to his honour 
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As the fell fire that blights the blossom'd- bough 
Of some fidr tree in pride of yemal beauty. 
Ger^ Hush, hush, my fnend ; there's danger in thy 
words; 
Come with me to some safer, secret place. 



END OF ACT THIRD. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A Room m the Palace qf Rimini* 

'FB.ascESCAyJbOowed by Agatha. 
Ftan. It b too much — just Heayen I it is too 
much — 
To set my heart and reason so oppos'd. 
Oh, wherefore may I not my husband love? 
Why ever, pven while I count his virtues, 
To £hune a charm against this strange aversion, 
Does the ill angel of my £eite prevail. 
And, in the form of his deceitful brother. 
Have such a license to subdue my heart ? 
Aga, Alas I Sir Launcelot was not to blame. 
Fran. Ha ! who art thou ? what fiend has spoken 
here. 
To tempt me with that thought ? He did deceive me. 
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Oh ! he knew well I might not dare to love him ; 
Yet looked he on me with such eyes of passion, 
That my weak heart, beUeving him his brother, 

Was lost in guilt, yet thought it innocence. 
Aga, Sir L^uncelot knew not of Malvoglio's 
fraud; 
He was no party to that fatal &ult. 

JFhzn. O, say not so, for if he can but think 
That I believed he was indeed a proxy. 
He must abhor me as a wanton lost ; 
For my rash answer to his speaking eyes, 
Save bride to bridegroom, none imblam'd may give. 
Affa. Dry up thy tears, for, see, the Duke ap- 
proaches. 
R'on. Then leave me — ^leav^ me ! 

[Exit Agatha. 

Enter Duke, 
Fran, How aghast he looks ! 
I ever heard he was a man severe ; 
That gentleness which almost soothed my dread. 
Has been but courtesy, and now he comes 
To tax me with the treach'ry of my heart. 
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Giav. O Francescal 

Fran. My lord — ^what would my lord ? 

Criov. Fool, that I am, to doat so on this hand, 
The gloye that covers it should be as dear ; 
In thy rare beauty I but see a casket^ 
Which makes me rue with more intense affliction, 
The robbery of the riches it contain'd. 

JFi'an. My lord — ^my lord — why do you scan me 
thus? 

Giov. That I may find some error in thy charms, 
Some fault of nature in thy loveliness, 
To make my judgment combat with my passion. 

Fran. Why, if you love me, would you love me less ? 

Giov. For that I have no hope of a return, 
And must resign' thee. 

Fi^an^ How, my lord 1 resign ? 

Criov. Yes — ^part for ever ; for to see thee thus 
Averted from me, trembling at my gaze. 
In horror flying from thy bridal bed, 
Is the perdition of all good in life. 
My brother too — why dost thou start appall'd?— ^ 
That thou dost love him all thine actions speak ; 
But he is consdous of the fatal flame. 



Scene L THE BETROTHMENT. . 297 

And flies the danger — ^he departs to-night 
For the Venetian war. Fame is his mistress ; 
The radiant glory of resounding arms 
Delights him more than lady's looks of love. 

Fran. Thank Heaven I thank Heaven ! and may 
he prosper well, 
In his rude dalliance with heroic death ! 

Giov, How I art thou pleased that he should dan- 
ger court ? 
Fran. Nothing is dangerous that protects from 
guilt; 
The grave alone can save the outcast me ! 

Giov. Can fortune's fault thus taint thy inno- 
cence ? 
Fran. 'Till thou know'st all, call me not innocent. 

[Exit Francbsca. 
Giov. Not innocent 1 

Eivter Gerard. 

Ger. My lord — I pray your highness 

Giov. Say what thou wouldst ! O Heavens I not 

innocent t 
Ger. I do most earnestly beseech your highness — 
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Giov, She shall not walk this world another night, 
For if pollution take so fair a form. 
Virtue herself is false. — Not innocent ! 

Ger* I would speak of the Duchess. 

Giav. What of her? 
Tell me the sun's a foul blot in the sky, 
And I'll believe thee now. — Not innocent 1 

Get, My gracious prince, for more than forty 
years. 
With blameless honour have I served your house, 
In all the trusts wherein I &vour eam'd. 

Giov, And hast thou too deceived me ? 

Ger. Me, my lord 1 

Giov, Heed not my words — proceed, my friend, 
proceed. 

Ger. May I, without offence, then, dare to utter 
Aught that may touch the honour of your bride ? 

Giov. What, is her guilt so widely spread abroad. 
That gossips' tongues are free with my disgrace ? 

Ger. I said not gmlt, my lord ; give me a hearing. 

Giov, Wretch I thou know'st well she is not what 
she seems. 
Rack me no more, but say what thou hast heard. 
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Ger, She left no look untried to win your 
brother ; 
All that the ejres could say, hers said to him. 
Till he forgot what barrier stood between them. 

Gioo. Were she as lewd as Helen, as she's fairer, 
His noble spirit would disdain the thrall. 
She is a stranger, and not innocent — 
But him I know : until my eyes and ears 
Have demonstration of their mutual g^t, 
ril say thou liest, to say he would so sin. 
Go, get thee hence, old man t If this be true, 
All that is £Edth will but the soul undo. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 11. 



A JRown, 



Lady and Sir Launcelot. 
LMdy. I grieve, unhappy youth, for thy sad fate ; 
What would you say ? You cannot speak of love. 
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Sir Laun. But I may tell her how I prize her 
worth, 
How best my noble brother may be ruFd ; 
And when we part, the mem'ry of that meeting. 
Like the sweet perfume where the rose has been, 
Will dwell upon my heart. 

Lady, It is not wise 
To let infection take a double taint* 
Be counseird, sir, and part without adieu. 

Sir Laun, You were my sainted mother's trusted 
friend ; 
And from a child, on your maternal bosom 
My cares and fears have still been lull'd to rest. 
Oh, sure the virtuous wish that prompts me hence, 
Will not deny, when I am far away, 
The soft enjoyment of that scented gale 
Which memory breathes from pleasures left behind. 
How many favours, like rich beds of flowers. 
Will bliss my recollection of your kindness ! 
O, but persuade fair Francesca to see me. 
And the sweet gratitude that I will cherish 
Will freshen all, like drops of heavenly dew. 
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Lady. My heart would serve thee, but my judg- 
ment will not. 
Sir Laun, O let not judgment, that poor thing of 
art, 
That erring child, begotten of our frailties. 
Control the heart, whose instincts and desires 
Spring from the impube of the hand divine, 
Which set it first in motion. — On my knees 
I do conjure you, by the kindness done me. 
By all the love and tenderness you bear me. 
By the pale thought that we shall meet no more. 
To be my advocate with Francesca 
For one short interview — one — only one ! 
The last^-the last — and then we part for ever ! 
Lcfdy {aside). I may consent — she is his brother's 
wife. 
And there's a holy influence in that 
Which will restrain the ardour of his love. 
Rise — ^rise, ill-fated I thou hast overcome me. 
Be in the gardens when the sun is down. 
And I will bring what answer I obtain. 
Alas I that fate should stahd so dread in arms. 
To interdict a hopeless lover's passion ! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
An Abbey at a distance. 

GuiDO and Officer^ attended. 

Officer. It is too late — ^the sun is almost down^ 
And Rimini is at a weary distance. 

Gtddo. Where. are my horses ? I am better now. 
I can proceed — I will — I must proceed. 

Officer. My gradous lord, be rul'd, and rest to- 
night; 
We are as yet but midway in the journey. 
The neighbouring convent is the only house 
For many a dismal league of heath and common. 
Haunted by desp'rate men. 

Guido. What's that to me ? 
I, too, am desp'rate as the wildest there. 
Would I could meet with one more lost to hope. 
That I might know what thing a man becomes 
When he is rack'd with keener grief than mine ! 
Why do you whisper, and look at me so ? 
This is a savage place, and in such places 
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Bad thoughts find ready entrance to the mind. 
But it were good to kill me. Treason, now, 
Would be the happiest service of your duty. 

Officer. He did but say, that would you rest 
to*night, 
Before the mom some messenger might come 
From Count Malvoglio, or perhaps himself. 

Guido. 'Tis false ! I know it is — I will no more 
Belieye what man will say, shaped like that man. 
The devil, when he tempted me to ill. 
When he betray'd me, like another Jephtha, 
To sacrifice my child, came Kke Malvoglio — 
Like honest, old Malvoglio he appeared ! 
And when the sin was done, vanish'd away. 

(^Several voices cry) — The Count — the Count Mal- 
voglio comes ! 

Enter Malvoglio. 

Mai. My gracious lord 

Guido. How fares my child ? 

Is she content ? Didst thou speak with herself? 

What says her nurse, the trusty Agatha ? 

Is she not blithe and cackling ?— Tell me all — 

1 
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Why hast thou left me such a tedious time ? 
I could no longer brook thy long delay. 
But came myself to see my children well. 
Alas I my friend, my heart was ill at ease. 
But wherefore tell'st thou nothing of my child ? 

Mai. Your highness will not hear me. 

Guido. Is she well ? 

Mai. As when she left you. 

Guido. Then what would I more ? 
For she was then as lov'd as doating fondness 
Could love its idol. I shall be content 
If Rimini but love her half so well. 
Now, gentlemen, I will rest here to-night, 
And by the early summons of the cock 
We will set forward. 

MaL Forward, my lord ! 

Gruido. Ay, on to Rimini, by all the Gods I 
I will partake the revels of the wedding. 

MaL Not without notice ? 

Giiido. Ay, even as we are, 
Booted and spurr'd we'll enter in their court ; 
We will confound our stately son-in-law. 
And play the jester with him when he's gravest. 
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Mai. Come, genUemen, come, let us to the eonveiit. 
Gnido. The fiiars shall bring forth their best to 
drink 
Joy to the happy pair — Count, thy arm. 
Nay, look not sad — she was my only child ; 
Thou shpuldst not grudge an old man's harmless 

mirth, 
Although it suit not with his dignity. [Essemt;. 



SCENE IV. 

A Room. 

Gerard and Ernest. 

Ger. This cannot be, or she is worse than all 
The worst I could imagine. In what place ? 

JEm. Here in this garden, and in yonder arbour. 
At an hour after sunset, they will meet. 

Ger. O monstrous I horrible t what, in the twilight I 
When dew falls softest — flowers their sweetest breathe. 
She's a voluptuary in her guilt ; . 

It is the very time when lovers meet, 
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Wh^n mingling shadows better screen than darkness. 
And low retiring sovnds of honest day, 
In murmuring concord with their am'rous whispers, 
Conceal them from the ear. 

Em. You are mucli mov'd. 

Ger, But mov'd I O heavens I my very heart has 
started 
Out of its seat, to think how in this business 
We have been dup'd by a perfidious knave. 
» Em. By whom, my lord ? 

Ger. By fraudulent Malvoglio. 
He was the spring, the organ of the whole. 
The very faculty by which I work'd 
Her father's dotage to bring on the match ; 
And he has trick'd me with an impious strumpet. 
The Duke suspects her, but he shall know all. 

Em. You will not, surely, sir, betray me so ? 
I told you but to vindicate my master, 
And to convince you he was not to blame. 
Should he e'er know my rash officious zeal, 
I shall for ever forfeit his esteem. 

Ger. Go, get thee hence 1 See where his highness 
comes. 
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Em, My lord, my lord, I do conjure you, spare 

me! 
Ger. Away ! b^one, and leave me now — ^begone ! 
Em, O heavens I what wreck this mad old man 

will make I [£at/ Ernbst. 

Enter Giovakni. 

Giov, It is the lot of man I Day after day 
Comes to the heart, like pilgrims to a 3hrine, 
With some new tale of fear, or guilt, or sorrow* 
Count Gerard here ! 

Ger. Alas I what would your highness? 

Gian, How is my bride ? How is my Francesca ? 
Hast thou got other proof of her dishonour ? 
Thy duty now must be to spy her faults, 
To watch the glances of her wand'ring eyes. 
And tell me whom they light on, 

Ger' O, my lord ! 
. Giov. Why was she form'd so ravishingly fair, 
With looks so full of heavenly hpliness. 
And with so little art to hide her sin ? 
O, the discovery ha3 made her dearer*— 
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Justice and loVe contend about my heart, 
And fix her image on it deep and deeper. 

Ger. Were -she indeed as guilty as you dread — 

Giav. She is not guilty — I believe it not ; 
*Tis some phantasma that deceives us both. 

Ger. Would it were so, my lord, but I have 
heard 

GicfO. What hast thou heard ? O, I will hear no 
more. 
If thou wouldst speak of her, speak of her beauty; 
Paint her with clasped hands and hea^nward eyes, 
Like Piety in monumental marble. 
Tell me that all who see her needs must loVe — 
And when thou speak'st of her replying smiles, 
Call the fond passion in them that bless'd kindness 
Which warms the heart with thoughts of charity 
For all of human kind* 

Ger, O my good lord. 
Might I persuade you but to meet me here 

Giov, When ? for what purpose ? 

Ger» When the sun is down. 

Cfiov. That must be now ; for on the western hill, 
JyO I where he stands like a refulgent spirit, 
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After a glorious transit o'er the earth, 
Prepar'd to enter heaven. — O Francesca I 
Thou hast come o'er me with a black eclipse. 
And I must set in darkness. 
Ger. An hour hence. 
Giov. What's to be done that you would have me 

witness ? 
Ger. I will not wound your highness' sorrow fur-* 

ther. 
Giov. Ay, say no more, I guess what thou wouldst 
say; 
Yes, I will meet thee here, and with my sword. 



END OF ACT FOURTH. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

A Chamber, 

OuiDO, Malyoolio, cmd Friars, 
Gtddo. I am not what I was— old age and care 
Weigh on my strength with such a heavy load. 
That even this short, hasty joui:ney tires. 
Leave me, good friends — I would be let alone ; 
I will repose me here awhile till supper time. 

[Exeunt Friars: 
I pray thee, Count, see where my page is gone. 
Mai, He's in the antechamber — shall I call him ? 
Guido, Let him bide there, but with his flute 
awhile 
Play that soft measure which so pleas*d my daughter ; 



Scene I. TH£ BBTROTHMENT. 31 1 

I love it for her sake, [Exit Malvoglio. 

'Tis a sweet air, 
Artless and simple as the voice of childhood. 
And it reminds me when she was a babe, 
That could but speak its pleasure by a smile, 

[Air on afltUe^ and G\jido falls asleep. Guido 
awakes^ and cries — 
Help ! help ! my horse ! 

Enter Malvoglio and Attendants. 

Mai, My lord, my gracious lord — 

Guido. O, my child — ^my child 1 

Mai. Alas ! your highness I 

Guido. O, she is murdered I O, my Francesca ! 
Her blood is on my hands : I have but dreamt. 
Methought I witnessed what must not be told. 
And then, anon, the haughty Duke, her husband, 
Grasping a bloody sword in his right hand. 
Came beariBg on his left a new-bom babe, 
The unbless'd fruit of crime. Sternly he eyed me. 
With outstretch'd arms I took from him the child ; 
It seem'd Francesca, as I did receive her 
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* Firat from the nurse's arms ; with such delight 
As I did press her to my yearning breast, 
I bent towards that babe — ^when, oh ! dread sight ! 
It melted into blood, and drench'd me all I — 
My horse — ^my horse — we must to Rimini. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

A Garden. 

Sir Launcelot. 
Sir Laim. Oh! thou £ur crescent of the vii^n 
moon. 
That like a bashful maid, with sidelong look, 
Peers at the meeting lovers of the earth. 
Then hurries home, — stay yet with thy chaste light, 
To guide the feet of her that should be here. 
Hark I she approaches — music hath no sounds 
Fraught with such pleasure as the coming steps 
Of those we love and wearily expect. 
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' Enter Francesca. 

Fran. I have consented, sir, to your request. 
With what intent hast thou, unhappy youth, 
Wished for this dark and secret interview ? 
He answers not* Sir, wherefore do you kneel ? 
From you such homage must not be endured ; 
Rise — ^raise. thyself, and tell me what thou wouldst ?* 

^ir Laun, I did not count on majesty so stem ; 
Thou art too awful for a thing so mean. 
As thy solemnity has made of me, 
Tq do aught else than to confess its frailties. 
But O, if thou, in the soft hour of eve, 
Can spare one thought from virtue so austere. 
To mercy or compassion, in that hour 
Let the remembrance of this meeting come, 
Aixd my despair put in a claim for pardon. 

Fran. 1 know not why that word is used to me, 
For in thy duty as thy brother's proxy, 
ThoU hast done all that duty could demand ; — 
O, hadst thou done but less I 

Sir Laun. Why, lady, why 1 
Drea^ Heavens ! couldst thou have loved me for 
myself? 
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Fran. Away I away ! O, we must meet no more ! 

Enter Giovanni, behind^ 
Sir Laun. Say not no more ! Alaa t I did intend 
This very night to part for erer himce. 
But the assurance which th^ tears impart,. 
Almost persuades me to forego my purpose. 

[Giovanni rushes Jbrward^ 
Giov. Incestuous villain I 
Sir Laun. Ha I my brother I you! 

[Exit Frahcbsca* 
Giov. Draw ! diaw, detested— or my furious swoid 
Will of itself let out thy guilty soul ! 

Sir Laun. Hear me, Giovanni I brother_on my 

knees* 
Giov. Draw — w the guajrds that in att^idanee 
wak. 
Will drag you and the partner of your crime. 
Straight to the market place, and bum you there t 
Sir Laun. Will you not hear me? 
Giov. I but vengeance hear ; 
Out with thy sWOTd I Incestuous, dar'st thou live^ 
Thus in the dalliance of thy guilt detected. 
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Sir Laun* By Heavens t 
Giae. By tbe hoarse tliroat of Hell I swearl 
Thou blot of Nature, and <^ence of Hearen I 

Sir iMim. This is too much — ^tfaen, madman, have 
Ay vdll. 

IThey fight. 
Giov, You but defend yourself— we fight for life. 
One of the two must die I 
Sir Laun. Then be it so. 

[^They fight — Sir Launcblot tdhws himself 
to be tvounded, andfiiOs. 
Sir Laun, Rash man I 'tis done — ^but I will not 

upbraid 

O, my ill-fated brother ! soon thy heart 

Will rue the frenzy of this fatal hour. 

I am not guilty, though I lov'd thy wife. 

And she — O Heavens I to mouth such thoughts of 

her,-^ 
The dewdrop in the bosom of the rose, 
Is not so pure as her heart's innocence — 
But I grow faint — cherish thy Francesca — 
I^ove her as thou wouldst virtue — O, Giovanni t 

IDie.. 
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Enter Ernest and Gekard. 

Em. I heard contention and the clash of swords: 
Who has done this ? O, my true noble master I 
Se who he may, I will avenge thy death I 

Giov. Not all the thrones of all the earth avenging. 
Could hurl such misery on the rash assassin. 
As the perdition he already suffers ; 
Death were relief to him — ^wilt thou bestow't ? 

Em. My lord — ^my lord — ^fell he by your own hand ? 

Ger. Take up the body — ^bear it to the palace. 
What look you for, my lord ? 

Giov. She is not here — 
She's gone — ^gone — gone I She's fled — O, whither, 
whither ? [Exeunt., 



SCENE III. 
Chamber leading to an Oriel. 

Lady and Agatha. 
Lady. See who so loud and rashly knocks for en- 
trance? 
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My heart sinks in me — O ! this fatal meeting I 

[Agatha goes to the door, utters a shriek as 
she admits Francesca, who enters in a state 
of distraction^ and runs towards the doors of 
the Oriel. 

Lady. My gracious lady 

Fran. Ha ! where is the lock ? 
'Tis bolted fast ! 

Lady. Help I help I Oh, help ! she's mad ! 
Fran. Break this door open — the avenging fiend 
Dare not pursue me to this holy place. 
Inexorable doors — I will be in ! 

\I>OQTs burst open — she rushes in— falls on her 
kneesy and the doors shut. 
Lady. Hark 1 heard you that ? 
Aga. What? 
. Ijody. Listen 1 — Heavens 1 my lord— -i 

Fnter Giovanni, tvith the stvord in his hand. 
Giov. Where is thy mistress ? 
Lady. There 1 — at prayer, 
Giov. At prayer 1 
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Lady. Why came you ivith that bloody weapon 
here? 

GioD. Still ia my grasp I — ^thou bloody fratricide ! 

iLady. My lord — my lord — do not yet enter there* 

Giov. No ! wherefore not ? 

Lady. I heard a noise within. 

Gtor. What was it, thinkst thou ? 

Lady. O, some dreadful thing I 

Givv. A voice — a tread — ati action ? 

Lady. Neither — neither. 

Giov. Tell me what it was. 

Lady. A low, sad sound, 
More full of horror than the dismabnote 
That murmurs from the coffin in the grave, 
When the first earth is flung on some dear friend. 

Giov. Be heaven or hell within, I'll esater I 

[ Throws open the door. 
Hat undisturb'd — so calm — so still — she's dead! 
Gone from her knees at once into the heavens* 

Enter Giirabd, hastily. 
Ger. My lord, my lord, Ravenna's Duke is coming t 
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Giov. Who's coming here ! Didst thou not say 
Ravenna ? 

The father of she that now prays within ? 

The good old man I he comes to wish as joy--^ 
To give a father's blessing ere he lays 
His grey hairs in the grave — but these foul hands — 
We cannot welcome him with hands like these. 
Bring me some water — stay 1 where wouldst thou go? 

Ger. Did not your highness say that you would 
wash? 

Giov. I will when heaven's mercy goes to hell, 
And holds the basin to the howling fiends ! 

Ger. Alas I his senses wander. 

Giov, See ye this ? 
Why start'ye back ? she's dead ! — she cannot harm — 
Come, take the corpse to where my brother lies. 

Ger. O, mjr good lord, what phantasy besets you ? 

Gioi). Where he lies barken'd in his blood. How 
now? 
Take up the body, slaves. Come, follow me. 

[Exeunt into the Orieh 
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SCENE IV. 

7%6 Palace of Rimini at a distance^ lights hurrying 

to andfros 

GuiDO and Malvoglio. 

Guide. See'st thou not yonder how the harrying 
lights 
Partake the frenzy of their frantic bearers? 
There's dreadful business in that fatal palace. 

Malv, I see but there bright signs of preparation. 
My servant, mounted on the swiftest steed, 
Sped on before to warn them of your coming. 

Guido. Why sent you him? he will defeat my 
purpose. 
I would have come upon them unawares — 
But now we shall be met with hollow pomp. 
There's no sincerity in their proud Duke> 
If on my daughter's cheek I find a tear, 

I'll ^but this arm is weak, and I am old ; 

I can but drop my head, and meekly die. 
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Malv. Wby will your highness nourish thoughts 

like these ? 
Guido. Because I have done wrong, and dr^d the 
issue: 
But come, let us go on.^ — Hark I what is that ? 
Malv. The sound of high and cheerful minstrelsy. 
Guido. Thine ears are. spell-bound. — With such 
notes as these 
The Brahmins drown the Indian widow's cries, 
When they have fired her impious fun'ral pile. 
, My knees fail under me — thine arm — ^thine arm. 

[Exeunt 



SCENE V. 

A room in Rimini, 

Ernest and Gerard, 
Em. Know you what he has done ? 
Ger. Hush ! he's within^ 

Em. May you not enter ? Are the bodies there ? 
Ger. Q, both — they both were brought. 
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JBm. IVbat 4oe8 lie with liiem ? 
Ger. Some horror frenzy only coald conceive. 
JBm. It lie alone? 

Ger. None but the dead are with him. 
Em Andqieaks? 

Ger. Ay — often — and laughs loudly too — 
Stand back — he comes. 
Em. How ghastly wild he looks ! 

Enter Giovaitni. 
Oiav. Thyestes' feast was crumbs to this of mine. 
Where are the musicants ? Why have they ceas'd ? 
Oh I I forget — they are gone forth to meet him. 
This head of mine is as a smoky fire, 
There's nothing cleaor in it but still it bums. 
O, I could sleep — my pillow will be clay. 
The worm my bedfellow when next I sleep. 
O what a wretch, a cheating, sordid wretch 
Was he that biib'd me with so fidr a maid, 
And now compels me to bed with the worm. 
Well, he shall share the second bridal feast— « 
But, haik I he comes — and I must take my place 
When he has enter'd, i^ the music sound. 
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[A proeesmon e^ers, tokh Guido, to wUd mu- 
sic^ A ewrtaxn is JkrUd asunder^ and displays 
fviMn a magnificent throne^ or which Sir 
Launcelot ajcjwcir^ erects amfFiiAKCESCA, 
in the attitude of prayer j at his right hand. 
GK>TAioiri points t0 them with his Mooch/ 
sword. 

Chddo, Where is my daughter ? 

Gtot?. There ! — where should she be 
But blest with him the lover she lov'd best ? 

Guido, Will this dream never end orthe day dawn ? 

Giov. The phantom is still there ! 

Guido. O villain ! villain ! 

[He draws his siDord and makes a rush at Gio- 
vanni. 

Ger. Hold ! hold 1 [He arrests Guido,. 

Giov, Can the dead stir themselves? 

Em. Her trance unlocks itself. 

Omnes. She moves I she lives I 

Guido, My child I my child ! my lt£e I my Francesca ! 
[Francesca awahensj ruishes into the arms ^ 
her father^ The curtain falls amd concccds 
the throne^ 
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Fran, In what abyss of ocean am I plunged ! 
O, I shall drown* My breath — ^my breath is gone ! 
Thanks — ^thanks*--now softly lay me on the shore, 
I breathe again ; there is no water here. 
Whence have ye brought me ? and did I but fancy 
That I was shipwreck'd in a stormy sea? 

Guido. Dost thou not know me ? — thy unhappy 
father ? 

Fran. Then I am safe— for bemg m your arms. 
The horrors that like chaos sank me down, 
Have been the nightmare, and yet in my sight 
Are things that were not in our home, my father. 
Would I could turn from them and fall asleep. 

[Giovanni steps forward. 

Giov. If heaven will make such things^ who dare 
find fault ? 
We are but creatures all. Give me thy hand, 
*For who shall tell which is the choicest work, 
The smallest gnat in air, or hugest thing 
Within the gulf and bowel of the sea ? 
Or which the primest of the earth, proud man, 
Or dainty worm that banquets upon beauty ? 
Which universal nature's deadliest bane— « 
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The asp of death, or a wise wary statesmaa ? 
But I forget that we have other cares. 

\G lo VANN I goes in and draws aside tJie curtain « 
— and displays the throne with Sir Lacn- 
CELOT. He goes up to the body^ 
Giov. He does not move — ^his hand is stiff and cold. 
Ger. Alas !. my lord ! know you not he is dead ? 
(jriov. Why, she too there was dead, and yet you 
see 
With what fond earnestness so like a dove 
She nestles in her father's close embrace. 
The place thou sitt'st in, Launcelot, is mine — 
Was't not enough to filch my bride's affection ? 
Out on thy ghastly stare — ^the basilisk 
Loojis like the antelope compar'd with thee. 

Guido. O move that wretched maniac from the 
dead — 
Remove him hence. 

Giov. The old man does speak well, 
And it is fit that I should be away, 
Take too away that pale, bewilder'd maid. 

Fran. I will not go — ^my senses now are rous'd 
To the full horror of my dreadful state. 
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my ]ll-&ted lord, haibut a iriiiie, 
A little respite to my wish been given. 

My wander'd heart had found its path of duty, 
And sooth'dthe angokh of thy irirtiioiig guilt ; 
For it was virtuous, tho* in issue crimen 

Giov. The flashing fire that rerdFd in my biam 
Begins to be appeas'd. O ! Francesca I 

[He sinks into ike arms of Officers, and, immmg 
to GuiDO, saps. 
Bear her my loid — oh ! bear her from ihb se&ke, 

1 can no more. O ! in some Imiely spot 
Lay us together — ^we may sleep in peaee, 
YHiere never foot unbless'd shall dare to tread^ 
Nor tongue profime our guiltless guilty tale. 



THE END OF THE BETBOTHHEVT. 
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JOHN GIBSON LOCKHART, Esq, 
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I hope your critical taste will not prevent you from aUowin^ 
the following piece to he inscrihed to a very worthy private gen- 
tleman. It was composed hetween the tenth and eleventh aggra- 
vations of my anomalous disease, and is on that account, in some 
sort, a curiosity ; hut I dedicate it to you as a testimony of 
esteem* 

I remain. Dear Lockhart, 

r 

Faithfully yours, 

John Galt. 
JEdinburgh, 2lth June, 1834. 



PREFACE. 



This piece is either good or bad. If understood at the first 
perusal, I shall be disappointed, and if, at the second, it do not 
excite mysterious awe, the reader should throw the volume 
away — it will ever remain to him a sealed book. 

It is not for the Author to speak of the execution, but the con- 
ception was dark and solemn, tinted (if the expression may be 
allowed) with sublimity. 

I was reading, at the time when it was formed, a Memoir of the 
celebrated Mirabeau, in which no attempt was made to interest 
either the imagination or the feelings, but it was very earnestly 
written, simple in the expression, and pervaded with an impressive 
spirit. The details exceedingly affected me, and the subsequent 
Masque is an attempt to embody the feelings ; but I may not have 
been able to exhibit what was meant by representing the Marquis 
IS the Spirit of the Age, nor in describing the characteristics of the 
French Revolution, and I do fear that but a weak image of the 
[n3^tery is given to which my mind dismally listened in the peru- 
sal, 

*' And heard the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant road." — Covvpkr, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAL 



First Spirit — The Guardian of the World. 

Red Akgel — The Genius ofBeason. 

Hats — The Geniut of that Passion* 

Love — 7%e Genius of that Passion. 

Friar — T%e Genius of Religion. 

Anthropos. 

VauribK) in love with Sophia. 

Count Legere, ti^ father qf Sophia. 

Sophia, in lo^ tvitb Anthropos. 

Jealousy. 

President, the Representative ofLMw. 

Matilda, his Wife» 

Angel from the Earth. 

Cherub, who presides over Birtlis. 

Genius of Anthhopos. 

Chorus of 1)emons. 



ANTHROPOS; 



A MASQUE. 



PART L 

SCENE I, 

The Spirit of the World. 
Spirit* Heaven gmdes by instinct, and Hell saps 
by reason ; 
Impelled direct, man only sins and errs 
As motives influence his course of action. ' 

Such is his state ; and yet the world he lives in 
(Whose nature is my own peculiar care) 
Forgets the energies at work about him, 
Advetse and opposite, and deems the thrall 
From liking or from choice alike exempt. 
Him instinct drives, the impulse of God'0 hand^ 
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And charter'd reason, ever far astray. 
Is but a dim and narrow faculty, 
Meted to finitude, — ^the power to err. 
But now the era long foreseen is nigh, 
When the true myst'ry may be rendered plain, 
And man disdem in his prone being's weakness 
That mind's as fetter'd as the flesh is finite. 
In every age within evolving time 
A master genius is ordain'd to rule, 
Who with revealments to his spirit given, 
Errands the advents which shall come to pass. 
Now a new cycle is about to be — 
Honour, renown, the aim and prize of arms, 
j£)elight no more, and as the morning moon. 
Waning and fading in the sun's blest light, 
Thrift sinks unnoticed in the blaze of day. 
Men's thoughts are full of liberty and peace, 
Impartial good-will to the human race. 
With all begins to stir, and wants but some 
Mighty and glorious leader to advance. 
The end $nd Use for which the world was made. 
Such is the. youth, who drowsed with seeming sluin- 
' bets, 
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« 

Listless reclines, or far aloof, unsocial, 
Leaps on the n^ountains in his dreams of joy. 
But; Heaven inscrutable, bids me permit 
The crimson Entity that toils for woe. 
To ply on him the dark conceits of reason,-^ 
And now I mission to his charge the fiend. 

[ The Spirit of the World tvaves his wandj and 
presently 9 amidst terrific dissonance, a Med 
Angel makes his appearance. 

B. Ang. I was untask'd, and dozing, lay, 
The dogs of war had ceas'd to bay ; 
The drum was hushed, the banner furl'd, 
A syncopy entranced the world. 
Men called it peace, but ere the earth 
Brings the green braird to sunshine forth, 
It herbless lies. What seed is sown ? 
What com that never shall be grown ? 

Spirit, Seest thou embosom'd in yon ancient wood, 
Whose mossy boles and wide-embracing boughs^ 
^tand the spared elders of another time, 
The ivied turrets of a sullen castle ? 
Within the twilight of the echoing hall 
Desertion ^las made vocal, sitd a youth^ . 
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Swinging his seat as on the hearth he gazes, 
Musing of viBom in the embers seen* 

B. Ang. Yon dark-hair'd one, who moody sits^ 
On carved chair and smiles by fits, 
As vernal gleams that summer throws 
On uplands ? lo ! his visage glows. 
Anon, he frowns, — the wrathful wrack 
Low'rs not in vengeance half so black---* 
Say, why to him wouldst thou direct 
My fated service ? Why affect 
Th' unfashioned chaos of a mind 
Unstable a$ the wave or wind ? 

Spirit. Thou mayst assay the metal he is made of» 

M. Ang. Prepared to do thy dread behest. 
How may I probe his bosom best ? 

Spirit. Ha ! crafty fiend 1 canst thou do aught but ill? 
Wouldst thou betray me to instruct thy art ? 
Know that permission pledges no approval. 
For ill permitted may conduce to good. 
High Heaven vouchsafes that thou shalt work in this* 
Hence to thy task 1 the issues are unknown. 

[ The Med Angel disappears, and the Spirit of 
the World is enoehptd in clouds 
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SCENE IL 

A faded hall in a feudal Castle. Anthropos sitting 
as described in the preceding Scene. 

Anthropos. The life I lead is innocent. Methinks 
The quiet tenor of my taskless hours 
Flows in accordance with benignant Nature, 
That reigns in her tranquillity without. 
I may be idle as the chestnut-trees, 
TVhose mindless purpose seems but to grow old — 
Yet like them too, in sunshine or in shower, 
I blameless share the blandishments of Heaven.. 
The soft sweet hue — that green benevolence 
Which speaks around so kindly to the heart, 
Still as I look on't moves to gentleness. 
And every flow'ret smiling from the earth,. 
Is as an eye that beams intelligence ; 
The rooks and ravens wear in their debates^ 
The form of wisdom^ and the little birds 
Sing their sweet ditties to detain me here. 
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Yes ; I win stay, and seek no gayer scene 
Than the calm arches of these silvan aisles. 
A storm impends — the skies are overcast- 
God help the traveller in this airy riot ! 

\_A knocking heard. 
Who knocks ? Come In — 

[ The Red Angel enters in a peasants garb* 
A stranger 1 Sir, most welcome 
To such poor shelter as this roof can give. 
2J. Angel. Thanks, my young master. By your 
leave awhile — {He sits dozen. 

For I am old, and this unomen'd tempest 
Is too impartial in its ire for eild. \_A second knocking. 

Anth. Again, another — seek no bidding — Enter* 
The house I own has room enough for all. 

{Enter a Friar. 
Come, holy father — you are drench'd with rain, 
The social fire invites you to the hearth. 

[ The Red Angel eyes the Friar zvith evident 
uneasiness. 
Friar. Kind gentleman, you do the will of heaven 
To ask so cheerfully the weary in. 
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B, Ang. It comes of youth to be so unsuspicious. 
There may be danger in too many strangers. 
Friar {fo M. A.) Does he know you ? — {to An- 
THROPOS.) — Sir, in this prompt compassion 
I see but heavenly charity obey'd, 

Anth. How the fierce hurricane and hurtling hail 
Rattle in anger on the storied lozens I 
Another flash ! How the almighty thunder 
Rolls his loud larum on the rumbling drum ! 
His ears are dull, who in great nature's anthem 
Hears not grim voices bass with pond'rous tone. 
When the diead organ of the tempest blows^ 
But come — I lack in hospitality — 
You must partake a woodman's frugal fare* 
i2. Afiff. Eand welcome, sir, is better than good 
cheer* 

[ They move ojffj Anthropos shounng the wap—^ 
the Med Angel attempts to take precedence 
of the Friar, who looks at him sternly, and 
he shrinks back. 
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SCENE IIL 



On a cloud. 
« 
Hate and Lote« 
Hate, What special task, shrewd and refin'd. 
Would the Red Angel of the mind 
On me impose? Ah I wherefore now. 
Pair Spirit, mission'd, comest thou ? 

Lone. Though oft he tries to rule the hour 
When hearts enthrall'd confess my power,. 
Yet ever with insidious wile 
His artifice, my arts beguile. 
. £a/6« I, too, an equal influence shed. 
When vaunts he most as chartered- 
Luring awry resolv'd conceit. 
To aid the purposes of Fate. — 
But how yon falling star illumes I 
Ha I 'tis himself! be hush'd^-he comes. 

[ The Red Angel descends in his apparitional 
garb. 
B. Ang. Well done, brisk slaves, such willingness 
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Your lord in mind will still possess* 

That youthf wlio threads tb(9 motliey throng^ 

So gaily courtier-crowds among, 

With manly air and generous eye — 

On him attend, and, deftly try 

To win him from yon mystic one, 

Who seems a priest — by mantle shown. 

I would his servitude obtain. 

That reason on the e^th may reign ; 

For in his bosom nestling dormant^ 

Behold the cycles' charm and tormant«T^-<.p 

When won, to me — t^— 

Lcme. What shall succeed ? 

Hate. The destiny by heaven decreed. 

JB. Ang. Peac.e, wayward^ peace! your jib^s fer- 
bear. 
If once the vantage-ground we share. 
E'en heav'n itself must stoop to owq 
Reason supreme with robe and crowjQ.. 

Hate. Yes, if—. — .but still in seq^nce rise 
yi^hat is ordain'dy and still is wise. 

R. Ang» Perl^ spitefiil imp, obedieirt pco;ir^HPm 
Hence to thy bests ; and, gentle Lovej, 
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Do thou thy soft enticements join 

To make the fated mortal mine. [^Exeunt severally. 



SCENE IV. 



A Saloon. 



^ Count Legere and Sophia* 

Legere. The only child of an old friend, long dead, 
Rear'd with such playmates as the deer and trees, 
His thoughts are spiced with fancies rich and rare, 
Trick'd out and gnarVd with shrewd simplicity* 

Sophia. And is in person ? 

Legere. Ah ! a maiden's question. 
The blithe Apollo, when he drove his sheep 
To fragrant pastures upon Ida's side. 
Was quaint to him as the hoof-footed Pan. 

Soph. You make me wish to see this paragon* 
What is his humour ? Is he grave or gay ? 

Legere. No : various — ^pensive, mild, and playful. 
The summer air that dandles the young rose 
Breathes no such pleasantries. — But hark! they come« 
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\Enter Anthropos and Love and Hate — 
ti^ Red Angelj as an old many is seen uhM- 
ing among the guests. Legere introduces 
Anthropos to Sophia, and retires among 
the crowd. Love joins Anthropos and 
Sophia, and Hate is seen in consultation 
with Vaurien. Music plays, and presently 
Hate and Vaurien come Jbrward^ looking 
towards Anthropos and Sophia, 

Hate and Vaurien. 

Hate. Sir, mark you that? 

Fan. I do. 

Hate. He seems quite smit. 
There's fondness in her eyes— 'tis more than plea- 
sure — 
Look ! how she smiles I How on his arm that youth, 
With dainty nothings helps him in his wooing. 

Vdu. Wooing ! It cannot be. 

Hate. The sight disturbs you ? 

Vdu. Oh, not a jot — it is her sex*s nature. 

Hate. True ; he has that familiar carelessness 
Which easiest charms the light inconstant fair. 
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Vau. 1 had resolved to speak to-nl^ht my passion^ 
Bat this comes o*er me like the with'ring east, 
And tums it into sour and bitter doubt. 

I7%ey m&ve ojffl and the Bed Angel, in his 
dkffuUey eamesjbrward* 

R. Ang. Now all works well. Of teve assur'd, 
He lingers with her, and allur'd 
By beauty's glow new motives take 
(As serpents glide into the brake) 
Possession of the stripling's breast, 
Where instmet triumph'd unrepress'd. 
Heason hereafter there shall sway. 
And g^de the ardent youth astray ; 
liVhile visions bright, unreal dreams, 
Illusions, fantasies, and schemes. 
Shall thence his sated passions charm. 
And sleeping energies awake and arm I 
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PART 11. 

SCENE L 
A Room. 

Anthbopos amd Briar. 

Ant. I loVd her once, and with more eamestneas 
Than glows the worship of the pious heart — 
But never prayed to her — I was so lowly — 
That had implied deserving in myself. 
The merest creature has a claim on Heav'n, 
And may, unblam'd, petition for a boon, 
Being, unask'd, thrust into life to suffer — 
But woman's feivour cannot be so won ; 
like the blest light that makes the bud expand^ 
It shines spontaneously, or is not love. 

Hiar. And yet you shun her, and inconstant, fly 
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To other scenes than where her sunshine Mis. 
How comes it then that she remains nnchang'd. 
And only you the transmutation own? 

Anth. For now I know her, a dnll earthly toy — 
He neyer comes but sated from the bower. 
Who finds not in the mind his chief delight. 

Friar, But she is fidr, and spotless as she's £ur. 

Anth. True, true — I grant it all ; surpassing £ur, 
A lovelier vision than the poet's dream. 
The marble goddess has not half her charms. 
Yet is it but cold stone — ^and she is stone — 
i would as soon, clasp'd in my fond embrace. 
The sculptur'd monumental Patience hold. 
That smiling sits on my ancestral tomb. 
As such a churchyard piece of mortal clay ! 

Friar. You make me sad: sir, with your ardent 
passion, 
There was too much of a fine spirit mingled — 
You sought an angel, and obtained a woman. 

Anth. 'Twas even so ; and 'tis my nature's bias, 
Ever to deem the intellectual being 
Far more endearing than the tinted flesh ; 
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Yet as a man I feel enticements lure. 
And mortal love assert his soft dominion. 

JFHar. Say that with you the mind predominates, 
And sense obedient owns subordination ? 

Anth. But wherefore, father, do you question me ? 
The rash intemp'rance of my youthful blood 
May fire awhile the wheels of my career, 
But righteous reason will at last prevail. 

IHar. What ! righteous reason ! think you, sir, 
that man. 
So weak, so blind, so finite, and so frail. 
May from the dim conclusions of himself, 
Deduce a wisdom bright as Heav'n inspires ? 
For such is reason — When his wayward mind 
Does more than regulate th' instincts innate. 
It wrests, as 'twere, prerogatives denied. 

Anth. Sir, you perplex me ; but here enters one 
Who can these subtle metaphysics sift. 

l^Eosit Anthropos. The Med Angel comes 
forward. On seeing the Friar^s Jbce^ he 
retires abashed — still as an old man* 
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SCENE U. 

trior wnd 'ELei Angd. 

J2. Amg^ Wlwt poiv«r is tfak— ^sciie, seveiey 
Who lingen wihii the fated heie ? 
A muffled mystery, fior and nigh 
He awes me "with a master's eye : 
111 fpeak to him, as spirits hold 
Communion with the quaint and old. 
And by his answer know him. Ho I 
Thy errand tell, and purpose diow. 

JFWar. "Us not to thee I'm erranded, 
Nor mine with thine, though with it bred. 
Whate'er h%h Heav'n ordains shall be. 
And omens .Mab of destiny ; 
llie chance that seems to come unsent, 
But brings a pre-ordained event. 
Hence' 1 Go ! thy servitor I'm not — 
A greater rules us both I wot. 

JB. AMg. Who, and what art thou, mystb ? — say — 

Friar ^ Avaunt ! begone 1 thy lord obey. 
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SCENE IIL 



The CUntds. 



The Spirit of4he WorU. 
Spirit "Us done : the chosen youth to whom is 
given 
The genius of the age, now feels the mantle 
Of rule and prophecy descending fell. 
No more the instincts of mysterious nature 
Guide his volitions and impel to action, 
But the inductions of presiding Reason ; 
For reason reigns, high-thron'd and crown'd siq>reme.. 
She, in the estimation of mankind. 
Sits in the seat of God, who now must be 
Awhile forgotten, 'till disasters sown 
Come into fruitage — then dread Providence 
Will reap the harvest of the sower^s toil. 
To nmn it may seem but remorseless woe 
And wrath unmitigated— yet to God, 
The <$om and nourishment pf ^ood oidain'd. 
Sated with love, and eager for renown. 
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The minion works for destiny, and now 

Weighs well the worth of value and advantage — 

Not yet, however, only for himself. 

With the free ardour of impetuous youth. 

He finds his motive still to serve mankind. 

But sordid hopes will marshal him to fate. 

Ha ! who is he that comes enspher'd in fire, 

A meteor gliding 'thwart th' abysm's gloom. 

Where ev'ry sun shines dwindled to a star ? 

It is the demon by whose wav'ring sway 

The heavens work out their undivulged intents. 

HMer Med Angel mth an air of triumph. 

Spirit. Stem spirit, whose empurpled hue 
Betrays the joy of triumph new. 
Say why unsummon'd com'st thou here 
A truant from the mortal sphere ? 
'Twas thine to tend the ravell'd thought, 
And right or wrong with error fr*aught. 
But wherefore thus, with joyful eye 
Dost thou thy solemn vigil fly ? 

R. Ang. Thy hest is done — the task perform'd ; 
No more the youth, by Nature charm'd, 
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Shall the unbridled ^ish bestride, 
But Reason guard, and Reason guide ; 
And in the cycle henceforth now 
It shall be right what men allow, 
Nor in its course shall laws impress'd, 
Unscann'd control the human breast. 

Spirit* Hence, braggart, hence I repress thy joy. 
Agent of error and decoy ; 
What boots it thee if good or ill 
Spring from thy bidding or thy will ? 
All purposes thou canst achieve. 
May gladden the unborn or grieve* [Ex^nt. 



SCENE IV, 



A Room. 



Vaurien and President, 
Vau. Yes, as a star looms thro' the hazy air, 
Large, red, and dim, we cannot reckon well 
The natural brightness of his hue and beam, 
He is with mystery so much invested. 
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Pres. 'Tis ever so ; tlie high in fieu^ulty^ 
In whom the iospulfie straight from heav'n is strange 
Seem to inferiors strange, inscrutable ; 
And nature, working all awry in sudi. 
Oft barbs the snaer with poison-dipt detraction. 

Vau. But he has found a haven in your house, 
And your fiiir wife sees not, I sometimes think. 
Aught of that mystical predominance 
That awes our spirits thus to do him homage. 

Pres. How ! my wife ! 

Vau, Ay — she has bright beauty, and 
That flatt'ring tact and shrewd detecting mind* 
Which more than beauty tempts to err and sin. 

Pres. What ! deem you then my wife so little 
fenc'd 
With her own virtue as to be so won ? 

Vau. Oh, not at all-^^but fickle womankind 
Need the protection of a guardian's eye. 
The hallow'd custom of the Orient clime 
Hath in it wisdom that to watchful slaves 
Assigns the keeping of die harem gems. 

Pres. He hath, I grant, a g^cious bland endow- 
ment. 
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Not art, I think, that may weak women win, 
And by its gay untaught simplicity 
Veil to himself the guilt of gross deures. 
• But come — the banquet in my house to-night 
Will wait for me — I must not be expected. \ExeiniJt. 



SCENE V. 

The outside and entrance of the Cavern of Jealomf* 

Love and Hate, tvith attendant Spirits^, 

ODE. 

Stern, green-ey'd demon, sullen fiend. 
That feeds on doubts, and rav'nous craves 
To gnaw thyself, with vengeance den'd . 

In dark, forbidden caves — 
Whether the embers red and fierce 
Of faded fires thou cow'ring stira, 

Or in the beams of day, 
With fits of blandishment and kindness. 
Prattling fondness, wilful blindness. 

Thou wouldst deceit betray. 

Come forth, come forth t 



^ 
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Grim genias, in whose bosom ire, 
Like Yenom in the viper, lurks, 
And hopes of wrong spring from desire. 
In other breasts for good that works ; 
With thee scoff and scorn attain 
What phrases sheath'd in tenderness 
With mortals gain ; 
Thy aim is woe, and in distress 
Thou find'st perverted happiness, 
Qontent, in pain, 

Come forth, come forth ! 

Why dost thou, shrin*d in gloom, 

Sequester'd hide ? 
Come forth, and launch the doom 

On wife and bride. 
Tears are prepared, and sighs to heave 
The injured husband's throbbing breast — 
Come, teach the wounded wretch to grieve — 
His anguish wiU augment thy.zest« 

Come forth I come forth ! 

[Jealousy comes from the cavern. 
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Jeal. Who calls me from my cavern cell, 
Where, lodg'd with Fate and Fear, I dwell ? 
Which seeks to rule ? — or Love or Hate ? 
Which would by me predominate ? 
If to rekindle love, I'll bring 
Drops filtered from the bosom's spring. 
But if impassion'd ire is sought, 
Th' envenom'd chalice shall be brought. 

Lw)e. Neither. 

Hate. Neither. 

Jedl. Wherefore, then. 

Come ye, molesters, to my den ? 

Lioce. The deed is done. 

Sate. We only seek 

Thy potent power mischief to wreak. 
Not heaven itself the past can change—^ 
It was — ^but with perversion strange. 
Our subject bodes of may-be pain. 
As if what was could be again. 

Jeal. Enough — your bidding I attend. 
Let Wrath be foe, or Grief be friend. ^Exeunt. 
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Part XL 



SCENE VI. 

The margin of the Ocean^ presenting anunboanded 

horiz(m. 

Enter Friar. 
JFi^iar, Now, firom the earth awhile I most tetire. 
Presumptuous man confides but in himself ; 
He lives in mystery, and sees around, 
And in himself, but mysteries prevail. 
The least of which, in his lab<iratory. 
Escapes the searching of his erucible. 
And yet lost in the fog, where day but seems, 
All nature mantled with obscurity. 
He deems, forsooth, the glow-worm in his breast, 
A guide as glorious as the b^venly sun. 
The gifted youth, who struggled with my power. 
Has now submitted to the mortal demon, 
And, in the hurricane of mad desires. 
Unconscious of the height he might have.gain'd. 
Grovels with vice. By his intemperance 
He will provoke the rulers of the earth 
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To arm against his flagrant courses, which 

Shall breed retaliation ; till mankind, 

Amidst the hurling earthquake and the storm, 

Crashing with ruin, have forgot the cause, 

And in the riot of ihdr mad debauch 

Vaunt of great things. — But they again will pray, 

And in their praye^ ini^e me to return. 

[7^ JFHor is suddenly transjbrmed into the 

apparition. ^ J^digion^ and ascends to hea^ 

ven. 
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PART III. 

SCENE I. 
In the Air* 

The Spirit of the World. 
Spirit. The cauldron seethes, and with the anarchy, 
Hie hell-broth, mix'd are crimes of sensual taint, 
And lies refin'd of more corrosive greed — 
But only good can come of this. Dread Heav*n 
Works in the woe, it therefore must be good, 
As pleasure is the eldest born of pain. 
Yet who the mystery can penetrate ? 
All things unfinished ever have some lack, 
And nought of heaven is finished that's not perfect — 
'Nor should the end be judged of by the process-^ 
The turbid must ferments to ruby wine, 
.And mortal life preludes immortal bibs. 
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Ha ! what are these ? The energies of Fate 
Flocking on baleful wing towards the earth ; 
They are the passions of the human heart. 
Now is their jubilee, and unrestrained. 
They may awhile assert their bad dominion. 
For he that seemed the priest forsakes mankind. 
Star-crested, lo 1 tiie imperial demon comes— 
Ambition — and new horrors black behind, 
i)im in his shadowy rear, by glimpses seen ; 
As the plum'd hearse in* a funereal pageant^ 
Low'rs a mad chaos of fantastic forms. 
As when, fierce fluttering all his wings of flame. 
Roaring Destruction rages in the woods. 
It is not all — now the Apocalypse, 
Of one with cords of mental strength to bind, 
Mighty majestic, tow'ring as he moves, 
The types of Judgment after him — Alas ! 
The cycle of unrule is not yet done ! 
But from the earth a messenger appears, 
And I must give him heed. 

[Enter an InteUigence^ disguised as an Angel. 
Thine errand show ? 

AngeL The hurricane is sweeping fast j 
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The bills aie orerdurowD, and cast 

Into the oeean depths; on high 

Disasters bode perplexity. 

The stars are shaken ham their E^sifaetes^ 

And daunt die ^wise m& nameless fears — 

The moon^ strayed northward, holds her course 

Far from her trarell'd path — ^and worse. 

The sun's extinguished in the hearen — 

His place is to a meteor given. 

All is awry — ^yet reasoning man 

Finds in confusion rule and plan.* 



* I remember, about five-and-twenty years ago, seeing an as- 
trological commentary on the Revelation of St John, in which 
were introduced remarks on the Horse Apollo, and attempts to 
explain some hiero^yphical emblems. HiUs and mountains were 
deemed metaphors of governments. One passage smacked of 
Radicalism : it spoke of the Roman priesthood as typified by the 
locust, and the tails of the locust as the Protestant clergy that 
followed them. In noticing disasters, allusion was made to the 
passage in Scripture which describes the stars as fighting against 
Sisera, meaning that his fortune was adverse. The heaven was 
represented as the seat of power, and when the stars were spoken 
of as deviating firom their spheres, it was meant that great per- 
sons lost their places—viz., a change of ministiy : the moon was 
mentioned as the emblem of delegated power, and the sun as the 
chief power. I was amused with an attempt to discover Bona- 
parte in the: angel of the sun, and that the emigration of the 
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Spirit. Angels, thaugh made of heavenly mould, and 
shine 
With purer intellect than earthnsprung man, 
Are finite, momentary scintillations, 
Within a meted space, compared with God, 
And therefore cannot compreh^id how he 
Will the harsh ^ments constrain to good. 
Thinkst thou diat yonder stirring in the earth 
Can e^er affect this vast tranquillity ? 
Look but around. Seest thou these starry orbs. 
These glittering points and particles of light. 
Which, as a sower showers the pregnant seed, 
He sprinkles space with from his mighty hand ? 
Tfauik'st aught of earth, my own especial charge,, 
Can mar l^t universal harmony ? 
The veri^t insect that man can discern 
Sees other insects to itself as small. 
And these again see others smaller still. 
Unto the rim even of infinitude. 
The grades of beings organized extend. 
And dost thou think that aught of mortal advent 

French nobility was a disastrous configuration in the heavens; 
In the text I have attempted to introduce the astrological figures. 
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Can shake his purposes who made them all ? 
But with the substance of the angel's frame 
He mingled more than's in the human breast 
Of that pure element, by man call'd feeling. 
And 'tis but meet that thou shouldst sadd'ning tell 
Of woe careering on the shudd'ring earth. 
But lo I the cherub of the silv'ry wings 
Comes with the tidings of one born to reign, 

['7%€ Anffel disappears^ and the Cherub efUers. 

Cherub. I come to note the birth of one 
Destin'd the scatter'd sheaf to bind ; 
The dismal cycle shall be run, 
But not with him, howe'er inclin'd. lExit Chervb. 

Spirit. 'Tis even so : that dread portentous thing 
That gloom'd in sequence to the gorgeous vision 
Betoken'd pause, and then ordain'd confusion. 
It was the Genius of the following age 
That tower'd majestical. What shall ensue, 
Howe'er malign it seem, foretokens good. 
But I again must to my watch-tower hie, 
For heaven is busy with the earth's concerns. 

lExit Spirit of the World. 
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SCENE 11. 
jl Boom^ with a large window in the background shut^ 

Akthropos solu$* 

Anth. I have too eagerly toil'd for cliatinction» 
But I have eam'd and purs'd the hire in power^ 
Which I must now put out to usury. 
The only question is the trader's question- 
Security. Which is the best ? To trust 
What I have gather'd by such enterprise^ 
On fickle fortune's £rail unstable fabric 
Or risk it, as it were, across the sea 
In some -commodity of use to man, 
And have my profit in a rich return ? 
The last is more accordant to my nature* 
'Twere fiune to stay the hurry caught from me. 
All I cannot, but that at least I may do ; 
What came from others owns another cause. — 
I stand upon the cmis of my fortune. 
And must consider well before I leap* 

[Be looks <i< his watch. 
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'Tis near the hour that the Convention meets — 
I must not be too^s«on^-*4Sme drags with me. 

[He opens the window, and an evening landsag^e 

ii 9een hegomL 
How beautiful I The sun has just gone down. 
And all the west is in an amber glow. 
E'«n the green earth seems to enjoy the calm. 
The glitf ring waterfall in yon dark wood 
Gleams as a ^ion of sweet poesy. 
I never saw an evening hidf so still — 
So like the evenings of my peaeefal childhood I 
The gale soft ftndling conies ; but the pure air. 
Kind Nature's breath, breathes in such heavenly peace 
But of benevolence — ^why is't that nian 
Should be to geodeDess aCiil so averse ? — 
Yes, I will go, and do what in me lies 
To mitigate the tempest c^ debate ; 
It should be pleasant passion to appease. 

[Enkr the Red Angdy dUg^is^ as a Mem^ 

bet of the Comioention. 
Bed Ang. Your friends wait for you ai^ sequest 

your foresenoe* 

Mudi hangs, they say, upon to-night's decision. 



1 

i 



AaifL I know it well, and bave prqfiaied myself: 
My mind ift fiz'd— 4t shall not now be alter'd — 
I will lesist the madnesa we are prone to. 
Men are too headlong for reform and change. 

Red Ang. You haTe judg'd wisely, for in haste 
there's peril ; 
If nought mischance^ you doubtless will succeed, 
ArUh. I shaU succeed : the wise and good will bless 
me — 
Nothing can move me from my firm intent. 

[ The Angel qf Death enters invisibly to An- 
THROPOS, and strikes him tviih his dart* 
The Bed Angel sees the demons and is^ 
agitated, 
Anth. A dull has smote me I 'tis as if the touch 
Of ice had suddenly froze up my blood. 
Bed Ang. The open window may have caused the 

shock. 
Anth. A heavy languor creeps into my thoughts : 
I cannot go ; I must repose awhile : 
Leave me, I pray, and go thou on before^ 
And tell my friends of this unlook'd-for blight. 
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[ TTie Red Anget leaves Aim, but the Angel of 
> Death remcms. Antuaopos gits dovcn. 
I feel unwell — dread sounds are in mine ears>-« 
All things around me seem to swim and swing : 
The Yery thought in thinking flies away, . 
And mem'ry comes, like an upbraiding ghost, 
With strange recitals of departed joy. 

Enter Love and Hate, disguised as Sophia and 

Matilda. 
" Anth. Ha ! who are these that come to break my 

rest? 
fiadst tbou, Sophia, been a wiser beauty, 
Wiiii love and blamelessness had pass'd my days; 
But thou wast clay, and my fond fiery nature 
Had no affinity with aught so cold. 
Oo, statue, go ! thou freezest up my heart ! 
Ah ! my Matilda ! — but thou wast too kind ; 
We both forget how much thou wast another's — 
Hadst thou been less, this tumult had not been. 
Oh ! woman, woman ! beauteous bane and woe I 
The earth and man were happy till you came — 
And she of Troy, that set the world in arms, 
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Was not that Helen of your faithless sex ? 
The cause and mother, since old Homer's time. 
Of all the woes that wait on dismal war. 
By changing tiger acts to glorious virtues. 
But oh ! this head — this head is overthrown. 
And the bright world is fading into darkness. [Dm. 

[Exit Angel ofDeaA. 



SCENE III. 



In the Air. 



The SpiHt of the World. 
Spirit Heaven has withdrawn him by its angel 
Death ; 
Yet still the tempest rages on the earth, 
And havoc, with its talons dropping gore, 
Unfurls its wings, impatient to destroy. — 
'Tis not'yet midnight, and a darker gloom 
Is hastening on. All fix'd is shaken. — Hark I 
The crash of engines and the gush of blood ! 
Oh ! righteous Heaven ! but let thy will be done — 
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Forgive in me, a brief ciealed Haag^ 
This awe of th' omens of diy dzead intentions. 
That which was honour'd for its emhlem-Taltte, 
Is only valued for its native worth ; 
The Lord's anointed unks again to man. 
OutEn'd and dismal on the dreadfol scaffold 
Are shapes and things with blood incamadin'd^ 
And yet great Nature reigns serene around. 
Rise, thou pale phantom ! Genius of the Dead t 
Rise to my bidding^i-^ new hest awaits thee. 

Enter the Genius q^Anthropos. 
Spirit, Behold yon babe that low, unhonour'd lies ; 
Make him thy charge, for by his horoscope 
tTo him awhile men's destinies are given. 
To work the purposes of Providence. 

[7%6 Genius of Anthropos indicates dbe^ 
dience, and in the same instant a terrific peal 
of laughter is heard » 
The powers of hell exult with mirthless joy ; 
I may not with their license interfere. 

[Exeunt the Spirit of the World and the Genius 
q/*Amthropos. 



S.ene IIL AKTHROPOfi. 367 

Choru» of Demons enters. 
Come} come, dread demons ! 

Let all rejoice I 
Be each in die anthem, 

A note and a voice. 

Be loud, wild, and sfarilly ; 

Sing as the stonn — 
The waves and the forests 

Shall chorus perform* 

The thunders of battle, 

Temp^ts of flame. 
The hoarse roaring torraits 

And earthquakes grow tame. 

The anarch, stem Reason, 

Exults with mail) 
And their power departed 

When his reign began* 

Hell is the victor — 

Evil, come forth I 
Proud Heaven is vanquish'd, 

TJnrule is on earth. . \ExeunU 
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ODE TO HOPE. 



Why wouldst thou fly, fair Hope, 

So languid, sad, and pale ? 
O linger yet, sweet Hope^ 

And tell again thy tale. 

"Us but a passing cloud 

That shades the genVous sun^ 

And long, my dial says, 
'Twill be ere day be done. 

Why dost thou haste away ? 

Blithe sununer is not gone--^ 
Dost thou forget the time 

When I was all thy own ? 

But since thou wilt not stay, 

Nor e'er renew thy spell^ 
What can a sad man say. 

But << Hope^ sweet Hope, £urewell ! 
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PUBLISEIED WORKS OF JOHN GALT.. 



Those marked * are anonymous. 

* The Battle of Largs. 
Voyages and Travels. 
Letters from the Levant. 

Life and Administration of Cardinal Wolsey. 
The Life of Benjamiti West, Esq. P.R.A, 
The Life of Lord Byron* 

* The Life of Admiral Hawke, "^ . /. • 

* The Life of Admiral Byion. V ^ ^'^''**°2^^^ 

* The Life of Admiral Rodney, J 
The Lives of the Players. 
The Life of William Spence. 

DRAMAS. 
Maddalen, a Tragedy. 
Agamemnon, Do. 
Lady Macheth, Do. 

Antonia, Do. ' 

Clytemnestra, Do. 

* The Witness, or Appeal, Do. 

* The Watchhouse, a Farce ; a joint production with h» l»oAer« 

* The Mermaid, a Dramatic Poem. 

* Orpheus, an Opera. 

* The Masquerade, a Comedy. 

* The Prophetess, Do, 

* The Sorceress, Do. 
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* The Apostate, a Comedy. 

* Hector, a Cento from Hom^. . 

* ^The Word of Honour, from Goldoni, a Comedy* 
*^ Lore, Honour, and Interest, Do. D04 

* Edward IIL an Historical Play* 

* The Savoyard. 

The Star of pestiny, a Mystery* 

The Conquest of France, a Dramatic Pageant* 

Athol, a Tragedy. 

Auld Reekie, a Farce. 

The Betrothment, a Tragedy. 

Anthropos, a Mystery. 

A Trip to Quebec^' performed at Quebec, not publbhed. 

An Aunt in Virginia, performed at New York, Do. 

N<^VELS. 

* GlenfelL - ^ t 
^ Andrew of Padua. 

« The Earthquake. 

* The Ayrshire Legatees. 

* The Annals of the Parish* 

* The Provost. 

* The Steamboat. 

* Sir Andrew Wyllie. 
^ The Entaa. 

« The Gathering of the West* 

* The Last of the Lairds. 
fi The Omen. 

* Ringhan Gilhaize. 

* Spaewife. 

* Rothelan. 

Lawrie Todd. »* 

Southennan. w 
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Bogle Corbet. 
Stanley Buxton. 
Eben Erskine. 
The Stolen Child. 
The Tales of the Study. 
The Member* • 
The ttadicaL 

MISCELLANIES. 
The Ouranologos, in royal quarto, illustrated with a most 

superb plate by Mr Martin, and only six shillings. 
His Autobiography. 
Poems. 

* The Bachelor's Wife. 

* Critical Essay on the works of Henry Mackenzie, Esq. 
The Literary Life and. MisceUames. 

Historical Pictures. 

* The Wandering Jew ; or. Travels of Hariarch. 

* An Abridgement of Modem Trayels in Asia. 

* The Rocking Horse, ) „ , ^ ^, ., , 

^ ^ , _ , > Books for Cliildren. 

* Gog and Magog, 3 

Besides three or four pamphlets. 

Travels for a gentleman who put his name to the titlepage, a 
labour most disgusting ; a pamphlet for another gentleman, who 
bad sense enough to publish it anonymously ; and a vast number 
of tales and essays are in periodicals, to say nothing of newspaper 
discussions. These works have been produced in little more 
than twenty years, and are mentioned only by way of advertise-* 
ment 

I should add, that when I published the list of my works, I 
thought it was necessary to do so in a biographical sketch, and 
conceived, when I particularly maiked those which were anony- 
mous. It would have saved me from the imputation of being 
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actuated by vanity. Indeed, I did not of my own accord ghre 
my name to any work of fiction 3 but for w&iks which treated 
of real characters and actual transactions, I have ever held 
myself bound to acknowledge my responsibility. 

It is my intention, if able, to collect my draoiatic pieces, and 
to publish them in numbers, in a cheap form, ^ 

J. G. 



THE END. 
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